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ABTERTISEMENT. 



Is ike present day it would be a superfluous task to 
eulogize tie poetry of Burns, No sooner had he given 
utterance to his exquisite strains, ttan they found an 
echo in the palace and the cottage. Men heard in them 
the voice of a, master-poet — of one of those great minds 
who exercise an influence on the manners and senti- 
ments of a people ; and even hefore he died, his country 
did honor to his surpassing genius, and inscribed his 
name aa the greatest of her minstrels, an award which 
has been continued with increasing reverence to the 
present day. And though other poets should arise to 
divide the national homage, still every succeeding age 
will continue to admire the truth and beauty of his sen- 
timents and descriptions, upon the same principle that 
they will admire the simple manners and romantic 
scenery by which his inspiration was kindled, and which 
his patriotic heart loved to celebrate. To be dead to 
tie poetry of Bums, is to be dead to Nature itself. 

In reprinting the poetical works of one so distin- 
guished in British literature, the Publishers consid- 
ered it their duty to collate the Various editions of 
his works, and to collect together tie various poenis 
which are the admitted productions of Bums, so as to 
render the present edition more complete than even the 
most expensive. The whole has been earefnlly revised, 
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and edited by one of our most falented living auttors of 
Scottish Song ; and to make the dialect and allusions 
fidly accessible to English readers, glossarial definitions, 
and notes lUustratiTe of the manners and customs which 
are described, have been added — not heaped together at 
the end, to fatigue the patience of the reader by a con- 
tinual reference to the vocabulary, but subjoined to their 
respective pages, ■where they can be seen at a gUnee, in 
connection with the text. In addition to these, the Life 
of the Author, by the late Dr. Currie, of Liverpool, 
whose account, notwithstanding the numerous biogra- 
phies of the poet which have been published, has never 
been surpassed, has been prefixed ; and although it has 
been considerably abridged, still few particulars of any 
importance have been omitted. These advantages, com- 
bined with elegance and economy, will, it is hoped, 
secure a favorable reception for this edition of Bums's 
Poems, not only among his countrymen, but the public 
at large. 
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LIFE OF BURNS. 

BY JAMES CURRIE, M.D. 



EoBEKT BnBNS wos hoTD OQ the asth day of Jannarj, 1759, in n 
ETDBli house about two miles from the town of Ajr, nod within a 
few hundred jurds of AHoway Church, which his poom of Tam o' 
Shania- has rendered immortal.* The name, nhioh the poet aod 
his brother modernized into Enras, was originally Bumes, or Bur- 
neas. Their fether, William Bumes, was the son of a fanner in 
Einoordineshire, and had received the education common in Scot- 
tnnd to peraona in his condition of life ; he could lead and vrite, 
and had some linowledge of arithmotio. His family having fallen 
into reduced raionmstaDoea, he was oompelled to leave his home in 
his nineteenth year, and turned his steps towards the eoath in quest 
of a livelihood. He undertook to act as a gardener, and shaped his 
course to Edinburgh, where he wrought hard when he luuld obtain 
employment, passing through a variety of difflGul1ies> From Edin- 
burgh William Bumes passed westward into the county of Ayr, 
where he engaged himself as a gardener to the l^rd of Fairly, with 
whom he lived two years ; then changed Mb service for that of 
Crawford of Doonside. At length, being desirous of settling In 
liife, ha took a perpetual lease of seven aciee of land ttota Sr. Camp- 
bell, physician in Ayr, with the view of commeniang nurseryman 
and public gardener, and, having built a house npon it with his own 
hands, married in December, 1757, Agnes Brown. The first fruit 
of this marrioge was Eobert, the subject of these mcmoira. Before 
William Burnes had made much progress in preparing his nursery, 
he was withdrawn from that undertaking by Mr. Ferguson, who 
purchased the estate of Baouhoim, in the immediate neighborhood. 
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30 COKKia's LIJE OF ROBERT BURNS. 

uid engaged him as hia gardener sad oveieeei, and this was his 
wtnation when our poet was bora. When in the service of Mr. 
Ferguson, he lived in his own house, his wife managing lier famiiy, 
and her little dairy, which consisted of two, somBtimea of three, 
milch cows; and this state of unambitiona content oontinued till 
the year 1766. His son KoberC was seat by him, in his ^xth year, 
to a school at Alloway Miln, a^ont a mile distaot, taught by a persoa 
of the name of Campbell ; but this teacher being in a few months 
appointed maEtcrofthe workhouse at Ayr, 'Williaia Burnes, in con- 
junction with aomo other heads of families, engaged John Murdouh 
inhiaatead. The eduoation of our poet, and of his brother Gilbert, 
was in common; and whilst ucder Mr. Murdoch, they learned to 
read English tolerably well, and to write a little. He also taught 
them the elements of Suglish grammar, in which Bobert made 
some proficiency — a drcnmstance which had coiuiderabla weight 
in the unfolding of his genius and character; aa he soon became 
remarkable for the fiuenoy and correetnasa of his expression, and 
read the few books that came in hia way with mneh pleasure and 

It appears that William Bumes approved himaelf greatly in the 
Bervioe of Mr. Ferguson, by his intelligence, indnatry, and integ- 
rity. In consequence of thin, with a view of promoting hia Interest, 
Mr. Ferguson leased to him the farm of Moimt Oliphaut, in the 
parish of Ayr; oonaialing of upwards of seventy acres (about 
ninety, English Imperial measure), the rent of which was to be 
forty pounda annually for the first sii years, and afterwards forty- 
five pounds. Mr. Ferguson also lent him a hundred pounda to 
aaaiat in stocking the farm, to which ho removed at Whilauntlde, 
1786. But thia, in place of being of advantage to William Burnes, 
as it was intended by his former master, was the commencement 
of muoh anxiety and distress to the whole iamilj, which is forcibly 
described by hla son, Gilbert, in a letter to Mrs. Dunlop; 

"Moont Oliphant, the farm my father possessed in the pariah of 
Ayr, is almost the very poorest soil I know of in a state ofonltiva- 
tion. A stronger proof of thia I cannot ^vo, than that, notwith- 
Btandii^ the eitraordinary rise in the value of lands in Scotland, it 
was, after a considerable sum lejd out in improving it by the pro- 
prietor, let a few years ago five pomids per annum lower than the 
rant paid for it by my father thirty years ^o. My fether, in con- 
Bequenoe of thia, soon came into difficulties, which were increased 
by the loaa of several of his cattle by accidents and disease. To the 
boffetings of misfortnne, we could only oppose hard labor and the 
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of the family exerted themeelven to the utmost of their strength, 
and ratter beyond it, in the labors of Iha farm. My brother, at 
the age of thirteen, assisted in liiraaliing the crop of corn, and at 
fifteen was tho principal laborer on the farm, for we bad no hired 
servant, male or female. The anguish of mind WB felt at our tender 
years, under these stnuts and diffleultios, was Tety great. To think 
of our father growing old (fcrho was now above fifty) briken down 
trith the Icug-continued fatigues of his life, with a wife and five 
other children, and in a declining state of circumstances, these re- 
flections produced in my brother's mind and mine sensations of the 
deepest distress. I donbt not hut the hardlaborond sorrow of this 
period of his life, was in a great measure the tumse of that depres- 
Mon of spirits with wMcli Eobert was so often afflicted through his 
whole life aftarwarda. At this time he was almost eonslanlly af- 
fliolod in the evenings with a dull headache, which, at a future 
period of his life, was exchanged for a palpitation of tho hearty 
and a threatening of fainting and suffocation in his bed, in the 
night-time. 

" By a stipulation in my iather'a lease, he had a right to throw it 
up, if he thought proper, at the end of every sixth year. He at^ 
tempted to fii: himself in a better farm at the end of the first sii 
years, hut ikiling in that attenipt, he continued where he was for 
sin. years more. Ho then took the farm of Lochlea, of 130 acres, 
at the rent of twenty shillings an acre, in tho parish of Tarboiton, 

of Mr. ■ - , then a merchant in Ayr, and now (176T) a 

merchant at Liverpool. Ho removed to this form at 'Whitsuntido, 
lt77, aud posaeaaed it only seven years. Ho writing had ever been 
made out of the conditions of tho loose \ a misunderstanding took 
place respecting them ; the subjects in dispate were submitted to 
arbitration, and the decision involved my father's affaire in ruin. 
Ha live^ to know of thia dctasion, but not to see any exaontion in 
consequence of it, He died on the 13th of February, 1734." 

Of this iVngal, industrious, and good man, the following beauti- 
ful character has been given by Mr. Murdoch: — "Ho was a tender 
and affectionate father ; he took pleasure in leading his children in 
the path of virtue ; not in driving them, as some parents do, to the 
performance of duties to which they themselves are averse. He 
took care to find fault but vei^ seldom ; and therefore, when he 
did rebuke, he was listened to with a kind of reverential awe. A 
look of disapprobation was felt ; a reproof was severely so ; and a 
stripe with the iaviz, even on the skirt of the coat, gave heart- 
felt pain, produced a loud lamentation, and brought forth a flood 

"Hehad the art of gaining the esteem and good-will of those 
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that were laborers under him. I think 1 neTar saw him angry but 
twice: the one time it was with the foreman of the band, for not 
reaping the field as hewaa desired; Bad the other time it was with 
an old man, for ueiog smntty innendoes and duvhk emtendree. 
Were every foul-mouthed old man to resBive a seasonable check in 
this way, it wonld be to the advantage of the rising gonoradon. As 
he was at no time overbearing to inferiors, he was equally incapa- 
ble of that passive, pitiful, paltry spirit, that indnces soma people 
to Ixep baling and booing in the presence of a great man. He always 
'treated superiors with a becoming respect ; but he never gave the 
smallest onconragemenC Co aristocratical am^ance. Bnt I must not 
pretend to give you a description of all the manly qualiUas, the ra- 
Uonal and Chrialian virtues, of the venerable William Burncs. 
Time would faH me. I ahati only add, Chat he carefully practised 
every known duty, and aveidcd everything that was criminal ; or, 
in the apostle's words, ' Herein did he exercise himself, in living a 
life void of offence towards God and towards mac' Oh. for a world 
of men of such dispositions 1 Wa shonid then have no wars. I 
have often wished, for the good of mankind, that it waro as cus- 
tomary to honor and perpetuate the memory of thoso who eseel in 
moral rectitude, as it is to estol what are called heroio aotiona : 
then wonld the mausoleum of the fliend of my youth overtop and 
surpass most of the monuments I see in Westminster Abbey 1" 

Under the hmnble roof.of hia parents, it appears indeed that onr 
poet had great advantagea j hut his opportimities of information at 
echool were more limited as to time than they usually are among 
his countrymen, in his condition of life; and the acquisitions which 
he made, and the poetical talent which he eserted, under the pres- 
sure of early and incessant loll, and of inferior, and perhaps scanty 
nutriment, teslify at once the extraordinary force and aotivilj of Ms 
mind. In his frame of body he rose nearly five feet ten inches, and 
assumed the proportions 'Uiat indicate agility as well as strength. 
In the various labors of the farm he excelled all his competitors. 
Gilbert Burns declares that ia mowing, the oxeroise tliat tries aE the 
muscles moat severely, Boi>ert was the only man that, at the end of 
a summer's day, he was ever obliged to acknowledge as his master. 
But though our poet gave the powers of hia body to the labors of 
Iha farm, he refused to bestow on tham his thoughia or his cares. 
While the ploughshare under his guidance passed through the 
award, or the grass fell under the sweep of hia scythe, he was hum- 
ming the aongs of his country, musing on the deeds of ancient 
valor, or rapt in the illusions of Fancy, as her enchantments rose 
on his view. Happily the Sunday ia yet a sabbath, on which man 
and beast rest tiom their labors. On this day, therefore. Bums 
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oouid indulge in a freer intereonree with the oharms of nature. It 
was hie delight towandar alone on the banks of Ayr, whose Htraam 
is now immortal, and to listen ta tho song of the blackbird at the 
olose of the eummer'a day. Bot still greater wns his plsasors, as 
he himself informa us, in walking on the sheltorad side of a wood, 
in a dondy winter-day, and hearing the storm rava among the trees ; 
and more elevated still his deliglit, to aacand some eminence during 
the agitalJona of nature, to stride along ila summit while tho light- 
ning flashed around him, and, amidst the bowlings of the tempest, 
lo apostrophize the spirit of the storm. Such situations he declares 
most fkvorable to devotion — "Eapt in enthusiasm, I seem to ascend 
towards Him who lealiit oa the itrm^t of the wiiKd ."' If other prootb 
were wanting of the character of his genina, this might determine 
it. The heart of the poet is peculiarly awake to every impression 
of beanty and aublimity ; but, with the higher order of poets, the 
beautifnl is leaa atfraetiTe tban the sublime. 

Tho gajety of many of Buma's writings, and the lively and even 
obeerfnl coloring with which he has portrayed hia own eharaeter, 
way lead some persons to Bnppoae,thatthemelancholy which hung 
over him towards tho end of his days was not an original part of 
his constitution. It is not la be doubted, indeed, that this melan- 
choly acquired a darker hue in the progress of his life ; but, ind«> 
pendent of hia own and of his brother's testimony, evidence is to 
be found among his papers that he was eubjeot very early to those 
depresaiona of mind, which are perhaps not wholly separable from 
the sensibility of genius, but whicii in him rose to an uncommon 
degree. The following letter addrasacd to his fethcr, will serve as 
a proof of this observation. It was written at the lime when he 
was learning the business of a flas-dreaaer, and is dated 

'' HoKOEEQ Snt — Ievdie, Dee. 27, 17E1. 

"I have purposely delayed writing, in the hope that I should 
have the pleasure of seeing you on New-year'a day ; but work 
oomcs so hard upon us, that I do not ehooae to bo absent on that 
account, as well as for some other little reasons, which I shall tell 
you at meeting. My health is nearly the same as when you were 
here, only my sleep is a little sounder, and, on the whole, I am 
rather better then otherwise, though I mend by very slow degrees. 
The weakness of my nerves has so debilitated my mind, that I dare 
neither review past wants nor look forward into futurity ; for the 
least anxiety or perturbation in my breast produces most unhappy 
effects on my whole frame. Sometimea, indeed, when for an hour 
or two my spirits are a little lightened, I glimma- a little into futu- 
rity; but my priaoipal, and indeed my only pleasurable employ- 
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metit, is looliiiig bactinards and forwunla in n mornl and religions 
waj. I am quite trauBported at tlie thonglit, tliat ere loag, perljapa 
very booh, I shall bid an eternal adien to all the pains, and nneasl- 
nesses, and diaquietndes of this weary life ; for I assnre you I am 
heartily tired of it ; and if I do not very much deceive myself, I could 
contentedly and gladly resign it. 



" It is for this reason I am mora pleased with the 15tli, 16th, and 
17tli verses of the Tth chapter of Eevclationa, than with any ten 
times as many verses in tlie whole Bible, and would not exchange the 
noble entliusiasm with which they inspire me for all that this world 
has to offer,* As for this world, I despair of ever making a figure 
in it. I am not formed for the iinstlo of the busy, nor the flutter of 
the gay. I nhallneverag^nhe capable of entering into such scenes. 
Indeed, I am altogether UDeoncenied at the thoughts ot this hfe. I 
foresee that poverty and obscurity probably await me, and I am In 
Home measure prepared, and daily preparing, to meet them. I have 
but just time and paper to leturn you my grateful thanks for the 
lessouB of virtue and piety you liave given ma, which, were too 
ranch neglected at the time of^ving them, but which, I hope, have 
been reraemberod ere itis yet loo late. Present mj dutiful respects 
to my mother, and niy compliments to Mr. and Mrs. Muir ; and, 
with wishing you a merry Naw-jeax's day, I shall conclude. 
" 1 am, honored Sir, 

" Your dutiful son, 

"EOBEBT BnnKS. 

" P. S. ily meal is nearly out ; but I am going to borrow, till I 
get more." 

This letter, written several years before the puUlcation of bis 
poems, when hie name was as obscure as bia condition was humble, 
displays the philosophic melancholy which so generally forms the 
poetical temperament, and that buoyant and ambitious spirit which 
indicates a mind conscious of its strength. At Irvine, Burns at 
this time possessed a single room for his lodging, rented perhaps 
at the rate of a shilling a week. He passed his days In constant 
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labor as a flax-dressei, and his food canaisted chieQy of oatmeal 
mat to him from his father's family. The store of this humble, 
though wholesome natriment, it appears, was nearly exhausted, 
and be naji about to borrow till he should obtain a suppl;. Yet 
even in this situation hia active imagination had farmed to itself 
pioturea of eminence and diatinction. Ilia despair of mailing a 
figure in tho world showa how ardently he wished for honoriAle 
fame ; and hia contempt of life, founded on thia despair, is tho 
gennino eipresMon of a yonthful and gcncrons mind. In auob a 
atala of refieotaon and of suffering, tho imagination of Bums natn- 
rally paaaed the dark boundaries of our earthly horizon, and rested 
on those beautiful represenlotions of a better world, where there is 
neither tJiirat, nor hunger, nor sorrow, and where happiness shall 
be in proportion to the capacity of happiness. 

Sueh a disposition ia far ^m being at variance with aocial enjoy- 
ments. Those who have studied the affinities of mind know th^t 
a mdaneholy of this deacription, oflor a while, seeks rehef in the 
endearments of society, and that it has no distant connection with 
the flow of cheerfulness, or even the ostravagance of mirth. It 
was a few daya after the writing of this letter that our poot^ " in 
giving a welcoming carousal to the new year, with his gay compan- 
ions," suffered hia £ax to c&tah fire, and his shop to be consumed 

The energy of Burns's mind was not exhausted by his daily la- 
bora, the effusions of his mnse, hia social pleasures, or his solitary 

drasser, having heard that a debatjag-dub had been established in 
Ayr, he resolved to try how such a meeting would auceeed in the 
Tillage of T^bolton. About the end of the year 1780, our poet, 
his brother, and Ave other young peasants of the neighborhood, 
formed thomaclves hito a society of this sort, tjio declared objects 
of which were to relai themselves after toil, to promote sodality 
and ftiendship, and to improve the mind. The laws and regula- 
tions were furnished by Bums. The members were to meet after 
the labors of the day were over, once a week, in a small public- 
houac in the village ; where each should offer his opinion on a giv- 
en quBstion or subject, supporting it by auoh arguments as he 
thought proper. The debate was to be conducted with order and 
decorum ; and after it was finished, the members were to ohoosa a 
subject for discussion at tha ensuing meeting. The sum expended 
by each was not to eifoead three-pence ; and, with tho humble po- 
tation that this could prooure, they were to toast their mistresses, 
and to cultivate iWendship with each other. 
After the ibmily of our bard removed fiom Tarbolton to tha 
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neigliborliood of MauoliliDe, to and his brolher wera raqaasted to 
aaaiat ic forming a 6imi)ar institution there. Tha regulations of the 
clubatMnuchlinewerenearljUiosainBas those of the dnb ali Tar- 
bollon ; but one laudable ulteration was made. The fines for non- 
attendance had at Tarbokon been spent in enlarging their eoaaty 
potationa ; at Mauotline it was flsed, that, the money so arising 
should ' eet apart for tbs purchase of books ; and the first wi'l: 
proanrei this manner waa the Mirror, the separata numbers 
whioh wB tiat time recently oollaoted and published in volume. 
.5.fter it f .. ^icd a number of other wotfcs, chiefly of the same n- 
tore, ani. among theao the Lounger. 

The Bociety of Mauobline still aubsiata, and was in the list 
subscribera to tha flrat edition of tba works of its celebrated aaso- 

Whether, in the humble sooieties of whieh he was a member, 
Boms acquired much direct informatjoa, may perhaps be ques- 
tioned. It fflinnot however be donblad, that by collision the facul- 
ties of bis mind would be eicited, that by practice his babils of 
enonaiation would be establislied, and tbua wo have some explana- 
tion of that early eommand of words and of cxpreaaion which 
enabled him to pour forth his thoagbta in language not unworthy 
of his genins, and whieh, of eH his endowmonta, seemed, on his 
appearanoe in Edinbui^b, the most extraordinary. For a^ocia- 
tdona-of a literary nature, our poet aoqnired a considerable rehah ; 
and happy had it been for him, after he emerged from the condition 
of a peasant, if forCoue had permittod him to enjoy them in the 
degree of which ha was capable, so as W have fortified his principlea 
of virtue by the purificatioa of his taste, and given to the oiiergiea 
of Mb mind habits of esertion that might have excluded other asao- 
mationa, in which it must be acknowledged they were too often 
wasted, as well as debased. 

The whole course of the Ayr is fine; but the banks of that river, 
as it bends to the eastward above Mauchline, are singularly beau- 
tiful, and they were frequented, as may be imagined, by oar poet 
in his solitary walks. Here the muse often visited him. In one 
of these wanderings, he met among the woods a celebrated Beauty 
of the west of Scotland ;* a lady, of whom it is said, that the charms 
of her peraon corresponded with the character of her mind. This 
inddent gave rise, as might be expected, to a poem, of wliich an 
account will be found in the following letter, in which he inclosed 
it to the object of hia inspiration: 
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TO MISS . 

"MioAM: MoasaiBL, Nov. 16, 1778. 

"Poets are snoh outre bdnga, bo much tlie children of wojwatd 
fimoy and capricious whim, that I belieTe the world geQarally 
allows them a Urgei latitnda in the laws of propriety, than the 
HObdr BOna of judgment and pmdenoo- 1 mention thia na an apoL- 
0/"" for the libeiHsa that a namelesa stranger has tatffl "Jith jon 

the inclosed poeia, which, he begs leava to prestfn'. Jin with. 
. I'hether ithaa poetical merit any way worthy of tha.' "Jffie, I am 
■■?t the proper jndge; but it is the beat my Bbihtios#,iJ»roduc»; 

i, what Ut a good heart will perhaps bo a snperidr- grlioe, it is 
■nally sincere as fervent. 

" The scenery was nearly taken ftoni real life, though I dara say, 
Uadam, jou do not recollect it, as I believe you scarcely notioed 
the poelje ivDevr as he wandered by you. I had roved out as chance 
directed, in the &vorite haunts of my muse, on the banks of Ayr, 
to view natnre in all tie gayoty of the vernal year. The evening 
snu was flaming over the distant western hills ; not a breath stirred 
the criu^on opening blossom, or the verddnt spreading leaf. It 
was a golden moment for a poetic heart. 1 listened to the feathered 
warblers, pouring their harmony ou every hand, with a congenial 
kindred regard, and fi-eqnently turned outof my path, lest I should 
disturb their little songs, or frighten them to another station. 
Surely, said I to myself, he must be n wretch indeed, who, regard- 
less of your liarmonious endeavor \a> please him, can eye your elu- 
sive flights to discover your secret recesses, and to rob you of all 
the property nature gives yon, your dearest comforts, yoar helpless 
nestlings. Even the hoary hawthorn twig that shot across the way, 
what heart at such a time but must have been interested in its wel- 
fare, and wished it preserved tVoni the rudely-browsing cattle, or the 
wittLBiiug eastern bl[>stl Such was the scene, and snoh. the hour, 
when in a corner of my prospect I spied one of the fairest pieces of 
Hature's workmanship that ever crowned a poetic landscape, or met 
a poet's eye, those yiaionary bards BKoeptod who hold commerce 
with aerial beings I Mad Calumny and Villainy taken my walk, 
they had at that moment sworn eteroal peace with sneh an object. 

" What an hoar of inspiration for a poet 1 It would have raised 
phun, dull, historic prose Into metaphor and measure. 

" The inclosed song was the work of my return home ; and per- 
haps it but poorly answers what might have been espactcd ftom 

"I have the honor to be. Madam, 

" Yont most obedient, and very humble servant, 
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Ill tho manuscript 1)ook in whiah our poot has reeoaiiMd this 
incident, and into which the letter and poem were copied, he com- 
plains that the lady made no reply l<) hia effusions, and this appears 
to liaTe wounded his self-love. It is Qot, however, difficult to flod 
an exonae for her silence. Iler modesty Blight prevent her from 
perueiving that the muse of Tibullus breathed in this namoleas 
poet, and that her Ijeauty was awatening strains destined to im- 

Bespota ib« lui 0' BallocluDiIe. 
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mortality on the banks of the Ayr. It may ba ooEceived alao, that 
anppOBing the verses duly appreraated, delioacy might find it diffi- 
oult lo expresfl its acknowledgmenls. The fervent imagination of 
the ruEtJo batd possessed more of tendameas than of reapeot. In- 
stead of raising himaelf to the eondidon of the object of his admi- 
rnUon, he preaumed to rednco her to his own, and to strain this 
high-born heauty lo his daring besom. 

The sensibilily of our bard's temper, aid the force of hia imajp- 
nation, expoaed htm in a particular manner to Uie imprcaaions of 
hcauty ; and these qnalitiea, united to hia impafsionod eloquence, 
gave him in torn a powerful inflnenee over the female heart. The 
banlts of tbe Ayr formed the acene of youthful praaiona of a still 
tenderer nature, the bistory of wMoh it would be improper to re- 
veal, were it even in our power, and the traces of which will soon 
bo discoverable only in those strains of nature and aenalbility to 
■wbioh thoy gftva birth. The song entitled Mshlattd Mary is known 
to relate to one of these attachments. "It waa written," aays our 
bard, "on one of the most interesting passages of my youthful 
days." The object of this pnasion died early in life, and the im- 
pression lefl on tho mind of Boms seems to have been deep and 
lasting. Several years Kftctwards, when he was removed to Niths- 
dale, he gave vent to the aanaibility of his recollections in the fol- 
lowing impassioned lines addrcasod to " Mary in Heaven 1" 



Hem thtra Ibj lover lowly Itiil 






*rofil^iiibllbeBp«dof«lD£odda;. 
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At lliis timB Buras'a prospoota in lifo were eo extremeJj gloomy, 
that ha had decided upon going tint to Jamaioa, aud had procared 
(lie situation of oyeraeer on an estate belonging to Dr. Douglas ; 
not, boweTer, without laiaeaticg, that want of patronage should 
Ibroe hini to think of a project bo ropugoant to his feelings, when 
his ambition mined at no higher object than the station of an ei- 
dieman or ganger in his own countc;. But the eitnation in which 
he was now placed cannot be better illustrated than by inlrodncing 
the letter which he wrote to Dr. Moore, giving an aooonnt of his 
life up to this period. As it was never intended to Bce the light, 
elegance, or perfect oorractness of composition, wiU not be ex- 
pBOt«d. These, however, will he componsated by the opportunity 
of seeing our poet, as he gives the incidents of his lifo, unfold the 
peculiarities of bis obaraeter with all the careless vigor and open 
sincerity of hia mind. 
"Sik: MinoHLfflE, 2d August, 1787. 

" For some months past I have been rambling over the oonntry; 
bat I am now confined with some lingering compliunts, ori^nating, 
as 1 take it, in the stomach. To divert my spirits a little in this 
miserable fog of wwmi, I have taken a whim U) give you a history 
of niystilf. My name has made some little nolaa in this oonntry ; 
you have done me the honor to interest yoursolf very warmly in 
my behalf; and I think a fUithful account of what oharacter of a 
man 1 am, and how I came by that character, raay perhaps amuse 
you in an idle moment. I will give you an honest narrative ; 
though I know it will be often at my own expense ; — for I asBure 
you, Mr, I have, like Solomon, whose character, except in the tri- 
fling affair of vkdom, I sometimea think I resemble— I have, I 
say, like him, ' turned my eyes to behold madness and tbily,' and, 
like him, too frequently shaken hand with their intoxicating fricnd- 
ship. * * » After you have perused these pagea, should you 
think them trifling and impertinent, I only heg leave to tell you, 
that the poor author wrote them under some twitching qualms of 
eonscienoe, arising from a suspicion that he was doing what ho 
ought not to do — a predicament he has more thaa once been in 
before. 
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" I hme not the most distant prctena n aa n at char- 
acter, which the pje-ooated guardians toh n call a Gentle- 
man. When at Edinhnrgh last win 1 g q ■a ci in the 
Herald's Offim; and looking through a gran 17 honora, I 
there found almost eTejj name in the ktngd m b n e, 

Gnlea, Purpnre, Argent, &c., quite disowned me. 

" Mj fatier was of the north of Scotland, the son of a former, 
and was thrownbjeatlj misfortunes on the world atlarga; where, 
after many years' wanderings and Bojouruiogs, lie picked np a 
pretty large quantity of observation and eiperienee, to which I am 
indebted for most of my pretensions to wisdom. I have met with 
few who understood mm, tMr mamei-a, and tkeif ways, equal to 
tlm ; but stnbborn, ungainly integrity, and headlong, nngavem- 
abls irascibility, are disqualifying droumstancsH ; oonaequently, I 
was born a very poor man's son. For the first sis or seven years 
of my life, my fathsr was gardener to a worthy geatlflman of small 
estate in the neighborhood of Ayr. Had he continued in that 
staljon, I must have marched off to be one of the little underlings 
about a farm-house ; but it was his dearest wish and prayer to have 
it in his power to teep his ohildren under hia own eye till they 
could discern between good and evil ; eo, with the asBiaianco of his 
geoeroua master, my father ventured on a amal! farm on his estate; 
At those years I was by no means a favorite with anybody. 1 was 
a good deal noted for a retentive memory, a stabborn sturdy some- 
thing in my dispOBitioo, and an ealliusiastic idiot piety. I say 
iMot piety, becanse I was then but a child. Though it cost the 
Bohoolmaster some thrashings, I made an exeellent Englisb scholar ; 
and by the lima I was ten or cloven years of age, I was a critic in 
snbatantives, verbs, and particles. In my infant and boyish days, 
too, I owed much to an old woman who reaidad in the family, re- 
markable for her ignorance, credulity, and supcrstiHon. She had, 
I snppoBO, the largest oollection in the connUy of t^es and songa 
coneaming devils, ghosta, fairies, browniea, witchea, warlocks, 
spunkies, kelpies, elf-candles, deadlights, wraiths, apparitions, 
cantrfflps, giants, Bnchant«d towers, dragons, and other trumpery. 
This cultivated the hitent seeds of poetry ; but had ao strong an 
effect on my imj^nation, that to this hour, in my nocturnal ram- 
bles, I somaljmos keep a sharp look-out in suspicious places : and 
though nobody can be more skeptical than I am in such matters, 
yet it often takea an effort of philosophy to shake off these idle 
terrors. The earliest composition that I recollect takii^ pteasore 
in was The Viaion of Mirai, and a hymn of Addison's, beginning 
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' How are thj servants blessed, Lord !' I particularly remember 
one Lttlf-slaiiza, whioh was masio to my boyish ear — 

I met with these pleoea in Mason's English ColleolioQ, one of my 
Bohool-boolis. TLe two first books I ever read in private, and 
which gave me more pleasure than any two boo^sl ever readsiaoe, 
were, r*« i^/e o^flaimitai, and The Miatory <if Sir WiUiom WaVace. 
Flannibal gave my young ideas such a turn, that I uaed to stmt in 
raptures np and down aiter the recruiting drum and bagpipe, and 
wish myself tall enough to be a soldier; while the story of Wallace 
poured a SactlJsh prejudice into my veina, which will boil along 
there till the flood-gates of litb shut in elfimal rest. 

" Polemical divinity about this time was putting the counti^ half 
mad ; and I, ambitions of shining in conrereatioD parties on Sun- 
days, between sermons, at fiuiemls, &c, used a tbw years altei- 
wards to puarie Calvinism with so much heat and indiscretion, that 
I raised a hue-and-cry of heresy against me, which has not ceased 
to this hour. 

" My vicinity to Ayr was of some advantaga to ma. My social 
disposition, when not cheohed by some modifications of spirited 
pride, was, liko our eatsohism definition of infinitnda, icilAoul 
Immda or Umiis. I formed several connections with other yonkars 
who possessed superior advantages, the jwjbj^Mbj actors, who were 
busy in th.e rehearsal of parts in which they were shortly to appear 
OQ the stage of life, where, alas ! I was desHned to drudge behuid 
the scenss. It b not commonly at this green ^e tljitt our young 
gentry have a just sense of the immense distance between them and 
tliair ragged play-fellows. It lakes a few dashes into the world, tfl 
give tlio yonng great man tiiat proper, decent, unnoljoing disregaid 
for tlie poor, insignificant, stupid devils, tho mechanics and peas- 
antry aronad him, who wara parliapa bom in the same village. 
My young auperiors never insulted the dlouterly appearMico of my 
plough-boy carcase, the two entremes of which wcra oilon aiposad 
to all ths inclomendas of all the seasons. They would give me 
stray volumes of books ; among them, even then, 1 could pick up 
some observations; and one, whose heart I am sure not even'ths 
Munny Begum scenes have tainted, helped me to a little French. 
Parting with thesa my young friends luid benefactors, as they oc- 
casionally went off for the East or West Indies, was often to me a 
sore affliction ; butlwas soon called to more seriotts evils. My 
Ikther's generous mastar died ; the farm proved a ruinous bargain ; 
and, to clench the misfortone, we fall into tho iiands of a &ctor, 
who satforthe picture I have drawn of one iatay Tale of Tica J}ogi, 
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My father wns advaiiood in life when he married ; I was the eldest 
of seven children ; and he, worn out by early hardships, was unfit 
for labor. My father's spirit was soon irritated, bnt not easily 
broken. There was a freedom in hia lease in two years more ; and, 
to weather these two years, we retnmohed our esponseB. We lived 
very poorly : Iwaaadexterous ploughman for my age ; andUie nejrt 
eldest to me waa a brother (Gilbert), wh id d the plough 

very wall, and help mo to thrash tlia A 1 wr ter might 

perhaps have viewed these soecea with m tisf ti ; but so 

did not 1 ; my indignation yet boils at th eoll t fthes 1 

fector'B insolent threatening letters, whi 1 It t db all in 

" This kind of life— the cheerless gl m f h m t with the 
nnceaaingmoilofagalley-slave, bron ht t my ilenthyear; 
a Utile before which period I first cooiciitied the sin of rhyme. 
Ton know our country custom of coupling a man and woman together 
as partuers in the labors of harvest. In my fifteenth autumn, my 
partner was a bewitching creature, a year younger than myself. 
My soHreity of English denies me the power of doing her justice in 
that language, but you know the Scottish idiom — she waa a ionnie, 
ejceef, foiisie lass. In short, slie, altogether unwittingly to herself, 
initiated me into that dehcious passion, which, in spite of acid dis- 
appointment, gin-horse prudence, and book-worm philosophy, I 
hold to bo the first of human joys, our dearest blessiiig here below! 
How she caught the contagion, I cannot t«ll : yon medical people 
talk much of infection from breathing the same dr, the touch, &c ; 
but I never esprcssly aaid I loved her. Indeed, I did not know 
myself why I liked bo much to loiter behind with her, when return- 
ing in the evening from our labors ; why the tones of her voice 
made my heart-strings thrill like an Julian harp ; and particularly 
why my pulse best such a furious rattan when I looked and finger- 
ed over her little hand to pick out the cruel netUs-stings and this- 
Uea. Among her other lovo-inspirlng qualities, she sung sweetly ; 
and it waa her favorite reel to which I attempted giving an em- 
bodied vehicle in rhyme. I was not ao presumptuous as to imagine 
that I oould make verses like printed ones, composed by men who 
had Greek and Latin ; but my girl sung a song, which was amd to 
be composed by a small country Imrd's son, on ono of his father's 
maids, with whom he was in love 1 and I aaw no reason why I 
might not rhyme as well as he : for, excepting that he could smear 
sheep, and cast peats, his father living in the moorlands, he had no 
more school-craft than myself. 

"ThuH with mc began love and poetry; which at times have 
been my only, and till within tbe last twelve months, have been my 
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higheat enjoyment. Mj father struggled on all ha reaohed the frae- 
dom in Ma lease, when he entered on a larger fhrm, about ten milaa 
farther in the eountrj. Tha nature of the bargain he made was 
such as to throw a little ready money into Ha hands at tha oom- 
cienoement of hia lease i otlierwjaa tho affiiir would have been im- 
praoHoable. For four jeara we lived oomfortably here ; but a dif- 
ference oommenoing between him and his landlord as fo terms, 
after three years' loasing and wbiriing in the vortex of litjgation, 
my father was just saved from the horrors of a jail by a consump- 
tion, which, after two years' promises, tiudly etepped in, and car- 
ried him away, to ' where the wicked cease ftom troubling, and 
where the weary are at reat.' 

" It is during the time that wo lived on this fitrm that my little 
story is most eventful. I was, at tho beginning of this period, per- 
haps the most ungainly, awkward boy in the pariah — no loUlaire 
waa leas aoqurunted with the ways of the world. What I knew of 
aniaent story was gathered from Salmon's and Gathrie's geographi- 
cal grammars ; and the ideas I had formed of modern manners, of 
literatura and criticism, I got from the Spaotol^jr. These, with 
Pope's Woris, soma plays of iSSafopawe, Hill and Itkhea oa Ag- 
HcuUurf, Tlie Paniheoa, Loclie'a Essay en the Human JTnderttand- 
in^, Sia^Humsi's SUU>ry of ike Bihle, Justice's Britiih Qardeaer'g 
directory, BayWs Lectures, Mlaa Bamsay's Wor}^, Taylor's Serip- 
tare Ihctfine of Origiaat Sm, A Select CoHedion of Mi^Ueh Soaga, 
andi&jiwj'sjfeiiijaiions, had formed the whole of my reading. The 
collection of songs was my vade mecwm. I pored over them driving 
my lart, or walking to labor, song by aong, verse by verse ; oare- 
fuily noting Ihe true, tender, or sublime, from affectation and fus- 
tian. I am convinced I owe to this practice much of my critic craft, 

"In my seventeenth year, to give my manners a brush, I wont to 
a country dancing-achoo].— My lather had an unacoountabla antipa- 
thy agiunst these meetings ; and my going was, what to this mo- 
ment I repent, in opposition to his wishes. My father, as I said 
before, was subject to strong passions ; from that inatance of diso- 
bedience in me, he took a aort of dislike to me, which I believe 
was oae causa of the diaaipation which marked my succeeding 
joom. I say dissipotion, comparadvely with the striotnesa, and 
Bobricty, and regularity of Presbyterian country life ; for though 
the Will-o'-Wisp meteors of thoughtless whim were almost the 
aolo lights of my path, yet aariy ingr^ned piety and virtue kept 
me for several years afterwards within the lino of innocence. 
The great misfortune of my life was to want an aim. I had felt 
early acme stirrings of ambition, but they were the bhndgropinga 
"f Homer'a Cjclopa roand the walls of hia cava. I saw my father's 
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BitoatioQ entailed on mo perpetual iBbor. The only two openings 
by which I conld enter the temple of Fortune, was the gats of nig- 
gardly eoonomj, or tlie path of little cliieaning bargain-making. 
The first ia bo contracted an aperture, I never could squeeze myself 
into it ; — tlie last I always hated — there was contamination in the 
very entraneel Thus abandoned of aim or view in life, with a 
strong appetite for sociability, as well from nati™ hilarity, as fhim 
a pride of olraervation and remark ; a oonatitntional melancholy or 
hypoehondriaam, that made me fly solitude; add to these Incen- 
tives to aoraal life, my reputation for bookish knowledge, a certain 
wild logical t^ent, and a strength of thought, something like the 
Tudimeuta of good sense ; and it will not seam surprising that I was 
generally a welcome guest, wiiere I visited, or any great wonder 
that, always where two or three met together, there was I among 
them. But tia beyond all other impnlses of my heart, was Tinpen- 
ehant A Padiirail« moUU da genre k-mnair^ Myheart wascompletc- 
ly linder, and was eternally lighted up by some goddess or other ; 
and as in every other warfare in this world, my fortune was vari- 

morlified with a rcpnlae. At the plough, scythe, or reap-hook, I 
feared no competitor, and thus I set absolute want at defiance ; and 
as I never cared farther for my labors than while I was in actual 
oiarcisc, I spent the evenings in the way after my own lieart. A 
country lad seldom carries on a love-adventnra wiljiouc an assisting 
confidant, I possessed a curiosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity, 
that recommended me as a proper second on these occa^ons ; and 
I dare aay I felt as mucli pleasure in b<iing iu the secret of half the 
loves of the parish of Tarbolton, as ever did statesman in knowing 
the intrigues of half the courts of Europe,— The very goose-feather 
in my band aecms to know inatinctively tie Well-worn path of my 
imagination, the favorite theme of my aong ; and ia with difficulty 
restrdned from giving you a coupla of paragraphs On the love- 
adventures of my compeera, the hnmble inmatas of the farm-houaa 
and cottage ; but the grave eona of adence, ambition, or avarice, 
baptize these thinp by the name of Follioa. To the sons and daugh- 
ters of labor and poverty, they are matters of the most aerions na- 
ture : to them the ardent hope, the stolen interview, the tender 
farewell, are the greatest and most delioioua parts of their anjoy- 

"Another circumstance in my life which made some alteration 
in my mind and manners, waa that I spent my nineteenth summer 
on a smn^ling coaat, a good distance from home, at a noted school, 
to team oienanraljon, surveying, dialling, &a., in which I made a 
pretty good progress. But I made a greater progreas in the knowl- 
edge of mankind. The contraband trade waaat that time very aiio- 
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CBflflfal, and it aometimes bappenad to me to fall in with thosa who 
oanied it on. Scenes of Bwnggenug liot and coaring dissipation 
were till tlus time new to me : bnt I was na enemy to social life. 
Here, though I leamt to SB. my glass, and to mix irichout teax in a 
drunken squBbble, yet I went on with a high hand with my geom- 
etry, till tho snn entered Virgo, a month which is always a carni- 
val in. my bosom, whan a charming jUUtie, who lived neit door to 
the school, overset my trigonometry, and sent mo off at a tangent 
from the sphere of my studies. I, however, struggled"on with my 
ehies and eo-Hnee for a few days more ; hot stepping into the gar- 
den one charming noon to take the sun's altitude, there I met my 



"It was in vain to thinkof doing any more good at school. Tho 
remaining week I st^d,I did nolhingbntcraia tho feonlties of my 
soul about her, or steal oat to meet her ; and the two last nights of 
my stay in the country, had sleep been a mortal sin, the image of 
this modest and innocent girl had kept mo guiltless. 

"I returned homo very eonBiderably improved. My reading 
was enlarged with the very important addition of Thomson's and 
Shenatone's Works ; I had seen human nature in anewphasis; 
and I engaged several of my schoolfellows to keep np a literary 
correspondenoo with me. This improved me in eomposition. I 
had met with a collectioa of letters by the wits of Queen Anne's 
rdgn, and I poured over them moat devonUy ; I kept copies of any 
of my own letters that pleased me ; and a comparison between 
them and tho composition of most of my correepondenls flattered 
my vanity. I carried this whim so far, that though I had not three 
fiirthings' worth of business in the world, yet almost every poat 
broujjit ma as many letters as if I had been a broad plodding son 
of a day-lK>okand ledger. 

"My life flowed on much in tho sama course till my twenty-third 
year. Vine Vamcrur, et mve la bagaltlle, wore my sola principlea of 
action. The addition of two more authors to my libraiy gave me 
great pleasnre; Sterne and M'Kenne— JVisiram .SSamiyaad SSs 
Man of FrnUng— were my bosom favorites. Poeay was still a dar- 
ling walk for my mind ; but it was only indulged in aooording to 
tho humor of the hour. I had nsually half a dozen or more pieces 
in hand ; I took up one or the other, as it suitod the roomantary 
tone of the mind, and dismiaaed tho work as it bordered on fatigue. 
My passions, when once lighted up, raged like so many devils till 
they got vent in rhyme ; and lien the conning over my veraea, like 
a spell, soothed all into quiet ! None of the rhymes of those days 
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ue in jiriai, except Winl^, a Dirge, the eldest of my printed pieces ; 
T/ieHmthof Foot J^aUif, John Barle^mm, and soogs, Siet, eecond, 
and tlurd. Song second was tko ebitUitJon of tlist passion wMch 
ended the forementioned school hneiness. 

"Mj tweoty-lMrd year was to me au important era. Partly 
Ihrough whim, and partly that I wished to set about doing soma- 
thing in lift, I joined a flas-dresser in u neighboring town (Irvine) 
to loam his trade. This was an unlncky afiair. Mj **•****; 
and, to finish the whole, as we were giving a welcoming caroueal 
to the new year, the shop took fire, and burnt to ashes ; and I was 
letl, like a true poet, not worth a sispeuce. 

" I was obliged to ^ve up this scheme ; the clouds of misfortiina 
were gathering thick round my father's head ; and what was worst 
of all, he was visibly far gone in a consucipljon ; and, to crown my 
distresses, a liell^ fiUs whom I adored, and who had pledged her 
Eon! to meet me in the field of matrimony, jilted me with peculiar 
eireumstancea of mortification. The finishing evil that brought up 
the rear of this infernal file was, my constitutional melancholy being 
increased to such a degree, tliat for three months I was in a etata 
of mind scarcely to be envied by the hopeless wretches who have 
got their mitlimna — Depart from me, ye aeeureed / 

"From this adyenture, I learnod something of a town life; but 
the principle thing which gave my mind a turn was a friendship I 
formed with a young fellow, a very noble cliaraotar, but a hapless 
son of misfortune. He was asonof asimpleraeohanio; huts great 
man in the neighborhood taking him under his patronage, gaTS 
him a genteel education, with a view of bettering his situation in 
life. The patron dying just as ha was ready to launch out into the 
world, tJie poor fellow in despair went to sea ; where, after a.variety 
of good and ill fortune, a little before I was acquainted with him, 
he had been set ashore by an American privateer, on tie wild coast 
of Connaught, stripped of evurj thing. I cannot quit this poor 
fellow's story without adding, that he is at this time master of a 
large West-Indiaman, belonging to the Thames. 

" His mind was IVanght with independence, magnanimity, and 
every manly virtue. I loved and admired him to a degree of en- 
thusiasm, and of course strove to imitate him. In some measure 
I succeeded; I had pride before, but he taught it to flow in 
proper channels. His knowledge of the world was vastly superioi 
to mine, and I was all attention to learn. He was the only man I 
ever saw who was a greater fool than myself, where woman was the 
presiding star; but be spokeof illicit love with the levity of a sailor, 
which hitherto I had regarded with horror. Here his friendship 
did me a misciuef; and the consequence was, that soon after I 
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resamed the plougli, I wrote the PiWi'* Wdcome.* My reading only 
iaoreaBBd, while in this town, by two Stray volumes of Pamela, 
and one of FerdAnand, Oouiit FJihom, whiah gave me some idea of 
novels. Ehyme, except some reli^ouB pieces that are in print, I 
had giren up; but meeting with Fergiaeim's BcotiUh Poetna, I 
strnng anewmy wildly-sounding lyre with emulating vigor. When 
my fethec died, hia all went among the hell-honnda that growl in 
the kennel of jiKtiea ; bnt n-o made a ahitt to oolleot a little money 
in the femily among na, with whioh, to keep ub together, mj broth- 
er and I look a neighboring farm. My brother wanted my h^r- 
br^ned ima^nalion, as wall i» my BO(»al and amorous madncBB ; 
bnt, in good sense, and every sober qoalrflcalion, ha was fer my sii- 

" I entered on this farm with a full resolnlJon, ' Come, go to, I 
will be wise !' I read fenuing books ; loalculated crops; lattend- 
ed markets : and, in short, in spite of ' the devil, and the worid, 
and the flesh,' I believe I should have been a wise man; but the 
first year, from unfortunately buying bad aeed,— the second, from 
a late harvest, — ^we lost half our crops. This overset ail my wis- 
dom, and I returned, ' like the dog to his vomit, and the sow that 
was washed to her wallowing in the mire.' 

" I now began to be known in the neighborhood as a maker of 
rhymes. The first of my poetic offepring that aaw the light was a 
burlesque lamentation on a quarrel between two reverend Calvin- 
ists, both of them dTafaaMs penonce in my Holy Fair. I had a no- 
tion myself, that the piece had some merit; but to prevent tha 
worst, I gave a copy of it to a friend who was very fond of Buch 
things, and told him tliat I could not guess who was the author of 
it, but that I thought it pretty clever. With a certain description 
of the clergy, as well as Imty, it met with a roar of applause. M)l^ 
Willie's Prayer neirt made ita appearance, and alarmed the kirk- 
aeasion so much, fhat thay held several toeetinga to look over their 
spiritual artillery, if haply any of it might be pointed agonal pro- 
tana rhymers. Tfnluokily for me, my wanderings led me on an- 
other Bide, within point-black shot of their heaviest metflL This 
is the uifortunata story that gave jtso to my printed poem 7%e Za- 
meat. This was a most melancholy affair, which I eannot yet bear 
to reflect on, and had very nearly given me one or two of the prin- 
cipal quallfioations for a place among those who have lost the chart, 
and niiataten the reokoning, of Eationality. I gave up my part of 
thefarmtomybrother,— in truth, it was only nominally mine,— and 
made what little preparation was in my power for Jamaica. But, 

• Bob Ihe Ehjmet'i Wrtccmo lo his Baiaud Child. 
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befoTe leaving my nafoe oonntzy forever, I resolved to publish my 
poems. I weighed my pioductiona sa impartial]; as was in my 
povrer ; I thought the; had merit ; and it was a delioious idea that 
I shonld be called a elevec fellow, even though it should nevetraaoh 
my ears — a poor aegro-diiyer, — or perhaps a victim to that inhos- 
pitable clime, and gone to the world of spirits 1 I can truly aay, that 
pauvre inamn-a as I then was, I had pretty nearly aa high an idea 
of myself and my works as I have at this moment, when the puhha 
has decided in their ilivor. It ever was my opinion, that Che mis- 
takes and blunders, both in a rational and religious point of view, 
of wliich we gee thousauda d^y guilty, are owing to their ignorauee 
of themaelces. — To know myself has been all along my constant 
etudy. I weighedmyself alone ; I balanced myself with others ; I 
watched every means of information, to sea how mueh ground I 
occupied as a man and as a poet : 1 stndied assiduously Nature's 
design in my formation— where the lights and shades in my char- 
acter were intended. I wbb pretty eonfldent my poems would meet 
with some applause ; but, at the worst, the roar of the Atlando 
would denfen the voice of censure, and the novelty of West Indian 
scenes make me forget neglect. I threw off six hundred copies, of 
which I had got subseriptions for about three hnndred and fifty. — 
My vanity was highly gratified by the reception I met with from the 
public; and besides, I pocketed, all expenses deducted, nearly 
twenty pounds. This sum came very seasonably, as I was thinking 
ofindentingmyself,forwant of money W procure my passage. A» 
soon aa I was master of nine guineas, the price of wafting me to the 
torrid zone, I took a steerage pnesage in the fijst ship that was to 
sail from the Clyde ; for 



"I had been for some dayj skulking from covert to covert, under 
all the terrors of a jail ; as some ill-advised people had uncoupled 
the merellesH pnok of the law at my heels. I had taken the last 
farewell of my friends ; my cheat was. on the road to Greenock ; I 
had composed the last song I should ever measure in Caledonia, 
' The gloomy night was gathethig fest,' when a letter from Dr. Haek- 
lock, to a friend of mine, overthrew all my schemes, by opening 
new proapeols to my poetlo ambition. The Doctor belonged to a 
set of oritiea, for whose applause I had not dared to hope. His 
opinion that I would meet with encouragement in Edinburgh for a 
second edition flred me so much, that away I posted for that dly, 
without a single acquwntanco, or a single letter of introduction. 
The baneful slar, that had so long shed its blasting intuence in my 
zenith, for once made a revolulioQ to the Nadir ; and a Mnd Provi- 
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denoe placed me under the patronage of one of tie .ooblast of men, 
the Earl of Glenoalrn. OuiHemm, OrandDieii, ai jamais jeVouUk i 
" I need relate no farther. At Ediatiiirgh I was in a nev world ; 
I mingled among man; daasca of men, hnt ail of them new to me, 
and I was all attention to catch the ehsjiictsrs and 'the manners 
living as they rise.' WhetJier I have profited, tima will show." 

Tho letter alluded to from Dr. Blaokiook was addressed to tho 
Rev. Mr. Laurie, Minister of Loudoun, a kind and steady friend, 
who felt so mnoh interested in the poet, that he immediately for- 
wntdod it to him. Tlie letter was received with so much surprise 
and delight, that, although the ship was unmooring and ready to sail, 
ho flt ones deiaded to post to Edi^urgh. This letter, so creditable 
to Dr. Blacklook, deserves lo be prcservOd in any Life of our post ; 

" 1 ought to hare acknowledged your favor long ago, not only aa 
a teEtimony of yonr kind remembrance, hut as it gave me an op- 
portimity of sharing one of the finest, and, perhaps, one of tlic most 
genuine entertainments, of wliieh the human mind is susceptible. 
A number of avocations retarded my progress in reading the poems ; 
at last, however, I have finished that pleasing parusal. Many ia- 
at^ces have I seen of Nature's force and beneficence exerted under 
numerous and formidable disadvantages : but none equal to that 
with which you have been kind enough to present ma. There is a 
pathos and delicacy in his serious poems, a vain of wit and humor 
in those of a more festive turn, which cannot be too nmoli admired, 
nor too warmly approved ; and I think I shall never open the book 
without feeling my astonishment renewed and increased. It was 
my wish to have expressed mj approbation in verse ; hut whether 
from declining life, or a temporary depression of spirits, it is at 
present out of my power to accomplish that agreeable intontiou. 

"Mr, Stewart, Professor of Morals in this University, fomjcrly 
read me three of tha poems, and I had desired him to get my name 
inserted among tho subscribers; but whether this was done, or 
not, I never could loam. 1 have little intercourse with Dr. Blair, 
but will take oaro to have the poems communicated to him by the 
Intervention of soma mutual l>iend. It has been told me by a gen- 
tleman, to whom I showed the performances, and who sought a 
oopy with diligenoB and ardor, that the whole impression is already 
exhausted. It were, therefore, much to be wished, for the sate of 
the young man, that a second edition, moro numerous . than the 
former, could immediately be prtoted ; aa it appears certain that 
its intrinsic merit, and the exertion of tho author's friends, might 
^ve it a more universal circulation than any thing of the kind 
which has been published within my memory." 
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Bums s«t out for Ediaborgh in the month of November, 1789, 
and anived on the aeoond day afMrwmds, having performed hia 
journej on foot. He waa furnieljed with a letter of introdnotion to 
Dr, Blaeklook, &om Mr. Lanria, to whom the Doctor had addressed 
the letter whioh has teen represented as the immediate cause of 
his Tisiting the Scottish metropolis. He was acquainted irith Mr. 
Stewart, Profeasor of Moral Philosophy in the nniTBraitj, and had 
bean onMrtainad by that gcnUaman at Catrine, hia estate in Ayr- 
shire. He had bean introduced by Mr. Alexander Dahel to the 
Esil of Olenc^ro, who had expressed his high approbation of hia 
poetical talents. He hod fHeads, therefore, who could introdnea 
him into the circlea of literature, as irell oe offuahion, and hia own 
.tnannera and appearance exceeding every oxpeotalioD that could 
have been, formed of theni, he soon became an object of goueral 
curiosity and admiration. 

The acene that opened on our bard in Edinburgh waa altogether 
new, and in a variety of other respects highly interesting, especial- 
ly to one of hia dispoaition of mind. To use an expression of hia 
own, he found himaalf " suddenly translated from tlie veriest shadea 
of life" into the presence, and indeed into tiie society, of a number 
of parsons, previously known to him by report as of tha highest dis- 
tinction in his country, and whoso characters it was natural for 

From the men of lattors, in general, his reception waa partion- 
larly flattering. The lata Dr. Eobertson, Dr. Slsir, Dr. Gregory, 
Mr. Stewart, Mr. Mackeuao, and Mr. I'raaer Tjtler, may bo men- 
tioned in the list of thosa who perceived his uncommon talents, 
who acknowledged more especi^y his powers in oonvarsation, and 
who interested themselves in the cultivafion of hia genius. In Ed- 
inbuigh, literary and faahionatle sodety ara a good deal mised. 
Our bard was an acceptable guest in the gayest and most elevated 
circles, and frequently received from female beau Ij and elegance 
those attenUons above all others moat grateful to him. At the 
table of Lord Monboddo. ho waa a frequent guest ; and while he 
enjoyed the society, and partook of the hospitalities of the venera- 
ble judge, he experienced the kindness and condtscension of his 
lovely and accomplished daughter. The singular beauty of this 
young lady was illuminated by that happy espreasion of counte- 
nance which results fVom the union of cultivated taste and superior 
understanding, with the finest affections of the mind. The influ- 
ence of auch attractions was not unfelt by our poet. " There has 
not been any thing like Miss Burnet," aaid be in a letter to a friend, 
"in all the eomblnatJonBOfbeaaty,p"aee, and goodness, the Creator 
has formed, ainoe Milton's Eve on the first day of her existenca." 
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In hia Address to Ediubargh, she is celebrated in a strain of sM 
greater elaration: 

Tbia lovely woman died a few years aflerwards in tbe flower of 
youth. Our bard expressed his senBibility on that oocasiou, in 
verses addressed to ber memory. 

Among the men of rank and ftishion, Burria was partieulorly dis- 
Uagnished l>y James, Earl of Oleneum. On tbe motion of this 
nobleman, the Oitedonian, H\int (an aaaociation of the principal of 
the nobility and gentry of Scotland} oitended their patronage to 
our bard, and admitted him to their gny oi^ies. He repmd their 
notioe by a dediofttion of Ite enlarged aad improved edition of his 
poems, in wbioh ha has oelohratod their patriotism and indepen- 
dence in very animated terms. 

A taste for letters is not always conjoined with hablls of temper- 
ance and regularity ; and Edinburgh, at the time of which wo speak, 
contained perhaps an nnoommon proportion of men of considerable 
talanls, devoted \a social oicesaea, ia which their talentB were wast- 
ed and debased. 

Bums entered into several parties of this description, with the 
nsual vehemence of his chaiactef. His generous affections, bis ar- 
dent eloquence, his brilliant and daring imagination, fitted him to 
be the idol of such assooiaUons ; and accustoming himself to con- 
versation of unlimitad range, and to fesiiveinduleenoeBtQiat scorn- 
ed reatfaint, ha gradually Itat some portion of his relish for the 
more pure, but less poignant pleasures, to be found in the circles of 
taste, elegance, and literature. The sudden alteration in his habits 
of life operated on him physically as wall as luorally. The humble 
fare of an Ayrshire peasant he had exchanged for the luvuriaa of 
theScottishmetropolia, and the effects of this changa on bis ardent 
constitution could not be inconsiderable. But whatever influence 
might be produced on his conduct, his esoellent understanding 
suffered no corresponding debasement. He estimated his friends 
and Bssooiales of every description at their proper value, and ap- 
preciated his own conduct witJi a precision that might give scope 
to much curious and melancholy reflection. He saw his danger, 
and at times formed resolutions to guard against it; but ho had 
embarked on the tide of dissipation, and was borne along its stream. 

By the new edition of his poem, Bums aoquired a Sum of money 
tOiat enabled him not only to partake of tha pleasures of Edinburgh, 
but to gratify a desire he had long entert^ned, of visiting those 
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parts of his natiYO oountry most attraoUvo by their beaatj op 
their grandonr; a daaire which the return of Hummer naturally re- 
vived. The Bcenorj of the baaks of the Tweed, and of ita tribu- 
tary BtreamB, strongly interested his fanoy ; and, acoordingly, he 
left Edinburgh on the fith of May, 1787, 0)) a toar through a coon try 
30 mueh celebrated in the rural Bongs of Seotland. He travelled 
on horseback, and was acaoiapaniBd, durii^ some part of Ilia jour- 
ney, by Mr. Ainslie, writer to the signet, a genUoman who enjoyed 
much of his friendship and of his confidence. 

Having spent throe weeks in exploring the intoreetiug scenery of 
the Tweed, the Jed, the Tiviot, and other border distciots, Bnrna 
crossed over into Northumberland. Mr. Kerr and Mr. Hood, two 
gentlemen with whom he had become acquainted in the conrse of 
his tour, aocompaiiied him. He visited Alnwick Castle, the princely 
Beat ofthe Date of Horlhumherland; tho hermitsga and old castle 
of Warkaworth ; Morpeth, and Newcastle. In thia town he spent 
two days, and then proceeded to the southwest by Hexham and 
Wardrue, to Carlisle. After spending a day at Carlisle with his 
friend Mr. Mitchell, he returned into Scotland by way of Annan. 

Of the various persons with whom he became acquainted in the 
courao of this journey, he has, in general, given some acconnt, and 
almost always a favorable one. From Annan, Barns proceeded to 
Dmnfries, and thence through Sanquhar, to Moasgiel, near Mauoh- 
line, ill Ayrshire, where he arrived about the 8lh of June, 1787, 
after a long absence of six busy and eventful months. It will easily 
be conceived with what pleasure and pride he was reocivod by his 
mother, his brothers, and sisters. He had left them poor, and oom- 
paratively friendless ; he returned to them high in public estima- 
tion, and easy in his circumstances. He returned to them unchanged 
in bis ardent affections, and ready to share with them, to the utter- 
most farthing, the pittance that fortune had bestowed. 

Havixig remained with them a ibw days, he proceeded again to 
Edinburgh, and immediately set oat on a journey to the Eigh- 

From this journey Burns retnmed to his iViends in Ayrshire, 
with whom he spent the month of July, renewing bis friendships, 
and extending his aoquaintance throughout the county, where he 
was now very gaoflrally known and admired. In August he agmn 
visited Edinburgh, whence ha undertook another journey, towards 
the middle of this month, in company with Mr. M. Adair, now Dr. 
Adair, of Harrowgate, of which this gentleman has favored us with 
the following account ; 

"Bums and I left Edinburgh together in August, 1787. We roda 
by Unlithgow and Carron, to Stirling. We visilfld the iron-works 
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al Carron, with wWcli the poet was foroiblj attnok. Tha leaem- 
tilanos between tnat place, and its inhabitants, to tie cave of the 
Cyolopa, ■which must liave occorred to every olaSBioal visitor, pre- 
sented itself to Burns. At SlJrling, the proapeots from the oaatla 
Btronglj inlcreBtad Mm; m a former visit to wWoh, his national 
feelings had been powerfully exoited hy the ruinous and roofless 
Btate of the hall in which the Scottieh Farlianients had iYequently 
been held. His indignaljon had vented itself in some imprudent, 
but not nnpoetaoal lines, whloh had given much offence, and which 
ho took tikis opporttmitj' of erasing, by breaking the pane of the win- 
dow at the inn on which they wore written. 

"At Stirling, we met with a company of traTflllers from Edin- 
hnrgh, among whom woe a character, in many respects congenial 
irith that of Bums. This was Nicol, one of the t«aohars of the 
High Grammar School at Edinbaigh— tho same wit and power 
of convctBalion, the eame fondness for convivial society, and 
thoughtlessness of to-morrow, charaeterized both. Jacobideal 
piinoiples in politics were common to both of them ; and these have 
been suspected, sinoe the revolution of lYanee, to have given place 
in each lo opuiioas apparently opposito. I regret that I have pre- 
served no memorabilia of their conversation, either on this, oi on 
other occasions, when I happened to meet them together. Many 
songs were sung, which I raention foe the sake of observing, that 
whan Burns was called on in his lure, he was acoustomad, instead 
of singing, to redte one or other of his own shorter poems, with a 
tone and emphasis, which, though not correct or harmonious, were 
impressive and pathetic. This he did on the present occasion. 

" From Stirling we went neit morning through the romantic and 
fertjle vale of Devon to Harviestone, in Clackmannanshire, than 
inhabited by Mis. Hamilton, with the younger part of whose femily 
Bums had been previously acquainted. lie introdncod me to tho 
family, and there was formed my first acquiuntanco with Mr. 
Hamilton's eldest daughter, to whom I have been married for nine 
years. Thus was I indobtcd to Burns for a conneollon from which 
I have derived, and expect farther to derive, much happiness. 

" During a residence of about ten days at Harviestone, we made 
excursions to visit various parts of tho surronnding scenery, in- 
ferior to none in Scotland, in beanty, sublimity, and romantic inter- 
est; particularly CastJe Campbell, the ancient seat of Iho family of 
Argyll; and the ftmous cataract of the Devon, called the Cauldron 
Lynn ; and the Bumbling Bridge, a single broad arch, thrown by 
tha devil, if tradition is to be believed, aoross the river, at about the 
height of a hundred feet above its bed. I am surprised that none 
of tiieae scenes shouid have called forth an exertion of Burns's 
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raanB. But I doubt if he had nincU t^to for the pieturesqie. I 
well remember, that the Udies at HarvieBtone, who Hcoompanjed 
ns on this jaunt, expressed their disappointment at hia not ei- 
preasing in more glowing and fervid language his impreesiona of 
the CanldroG Linn scene, certainly highly sublime, and somewliat 

"A visit to Mra. Bniee, of Clactmannan, a lady above ninety, 
the lineal descendant of that race whicli gaye the Scottish tlirone 
its brightest ornament, interested his feelings more powerfully. 
This venerable dame, with oharactorislioal dignily, informad me, 
on ray observing that I believed she was descended ftom the family 
of Eobett Bruce, that Eobert Bruce was aprung from her family. 
Though almost deprived of speedi by a paralytic affection, she pre- 
iierved ber hospitality and urbauily. Sbe was ia possession of the 
hero's helmet and two-handed awordywith whioh she contbrred 
on Bums and myself the honor of knighthood, remarking, that she 
had a better right of conferring that title than wm* jieople, • • • 
Yon will of course conclude that the old lady's political tenet* were 
as Jacoblticsl as the poet's, a conformity which contributed not a 
little to the cordiality of our reoapfion and entertainment. She 
gave as her first toast after dinner, 'Awa Uncos,' or. Away with the 
Strangers. Who these strangers were, you will readily underatand, 
Mrs. A. eorreets me by saying it should be 'Hooi, orlloohi, Unooa,' 
a sound used by shepherds to direct their dogs to drive away the 

" We returned to Edinburgh by Kinross (on the shore of Looh- 
leven) and Queensferry. I am inclined to think Burns knew noth- 
ing of poor lOoliael Bruce, who was then alive at Kinross, or had 
died there a short while before. A meeting between the bards, or 
a visit to the deserted cottage and early grave of poor Bruoe, would 
have bean highly interesting.* 

"AtDanfermliua wa visited the ruined abbey, and the abbey- 
uhuroh, now consecrated to Prosbylcrian worship. Hero I mounted 
the CmHJ' tlMl, or stool of repantanoo, assuming the charactflr of a 
penitent for fernleatjon ; while Bums from the pulpit addressed to 
me a Indicrons reproof and eihortaOon, parodied from that whioh 
had been delivered to himself in Ayrshire, where he had, as ha 
assured me, once been one of seven who mounted the seato/s/mms 
together. 

"In the church-yard two broad flag-stonea marked the grave of 
Eobert Bruce, for whrao memory Bums had more than common 
He knelt and kissed the stone with sacred fervor, and 
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heiittily (ffuus tit moe erai) execrated tKe worae than gothia neglect 
of the first of Soottiah. horoea."* 

The di^rent journaja already mentioned did not satisfy the 
curiosity of Burns. About'the beginning of Beptember he again 
Bet out from Edinburgh, on a more eitendod tour to tlie Highlands, 
in oompacy with Mr. Nlool, with whom he had contracted st parllo- 
nlni intimacy, whioli lasted dming the remainder of his life. Mr. 
Hiool wr of Dumfiiesshire, of a descant equally humble with our 
poet. 1 "lim he roso by the atrength of hie talents, and fell by 
the Btrei of hia passions. He died in the summer of 1T37. 

Having r . ed the elements of a classical instruction at his paiish 
flohool, 1 , icol made a very rapid and singulat profioiency ; and 
by early ui lurtakiogthe office of an instructor himself, he acquired 
the means of entering himself at the University of Edinburgh. 
There he was first a etudent of ttieology, then a student of medi- 
cine, and was afterwards employed in the assistance and instruc- 
tion of graduatfls in madieino, in those ports of their eiereises in 
which the Latin language is employed. In this situation he was 
the contemporary and rival of tho celebrated Br. Brown, whom ho 
resembled in the particulars of his history, as well aa in the leading 
features of his ohBraoter. The office of asaslant-teachar in the 
High-school being vacant, it was as usual filled up by oompeUlion ; 
and in the face of some prejudices, and perhaps of some well- 
founded objeciJons, Mr. Niool, by superior learning, earned it from 
all the other candidal^. This office ho ffiled at the period of whioh 

Mr. Niool and our poet Iravellod in a post-olialsc, which they en- 
gaged for the journey, and passing tlirough the heart of the High- 
knds, etretehed northwards about ten miles beyond Inverness. 
There they bent thdr course eastward, across the island, and re- 
turned by the shore of the German Sea to Edinburgh. In the 
course of this tour, they visitad a number of remarkable scenes, 
and the imagination of Bums was .oonstantly escitod by tho wild 
and sublime scenery through whioh he passed. Of tho history of 
one of these poems, 7^ hamUe peUHfm of Sniar lealer, and of the 
bard's visit to Athole House, the following paf tieulare are ^veu by 
Mr.Walkor of Perth, then residing in the family of the Duke of Athol. 

" On reaching Bl^r, ha sent me notice of his arrival {as I had 
been previously aoquiunted with him), and I hastened to meet him 
at the inn. The Buke, to whom he had brought a letter of intro- 
duction, was from home ; but the Duehess being informed of hia 
arrival, gave him an invitation l^ sup and sleep at Athole Honse. 
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"My curiosity was great to see how ho would conduct himself in 
company ho diflierent from what ha had been aconstomed to.* Hia 
manner waa nQemborrai^cd, plain, and tirm. He appeared Ui have 
complete reliance on his own native good sense for direotlDg his 
behavior. He ssemed at onee to perceive and nppceiaate what was 
due to the company and to himself, and Bovor w forget a proper 
respect for the eeporata species of d^nity belon^ng to each. He 
did not arrogate convei^atlon, hut when led into it, he spoke with 
ease, propriety, and manliness. He tried to exerl hj^ ibUitiee, be-, 
cause ho know it was ability alone gave him a title to ■,l..'§ere. The 
Ihika's fino young family attracted mnoh of his o ■ lition ; he 
drajife their healths as honest taea and ioimU laieea, i- tea which 
was much applaoded by the company, and with whicW iie has very 
felidlously closed his poem. 

"Much attention was paid to Burns both before and atier the 
Dnke's retnm, of which he was perfeetly sensihle, without being 
vain ; and at his departure I recommended to him, as the most ap- 
propriate retnm ha could make, to write some descriptive verses 
on any of the accnaa with which ho hud been so muoh delightad. 
Aftar leaving BMr, ha, by the Duko'a advice, visited the litOi of 
Brvar, and in a few days I raoelvud a letter from Invernaas, with 
the verses inclosed." 

It appears that the impression made by onr poet on the noble 
bmily of Athole was in a high degree favorable ; it is certain he 
was charmed with the reception be reoeivad from them, and he 
often mentioned the two days he Bpant at Athola House as among 
the happiest of hia life. He was warmly invited to prolong'his 
stay, but sacriScod his inclinations to his eng^ement with Mr. 
Niool ; whioh ia tho more to be regretted, as he would otherwise 
have been introduced to Mr. Dundas (then daily ftjtpeoted on a visit 
to the Duke), a oiroumBtanoo that might have liad a favorable in- 
iuence on Buma'a future fortnnea. At Athoie House he met, for 
the first time, Mr. Graham of Fintrj, to whom he was afterwards 
indebted ftir hia offioa in tho Esciac. 

The letters and poems whioh he addressed to Mr. Qraham bear 
testimony of his sensibility,! and justify the supposition that he 
would not have been deficient in gratitude, had he been elevated 
to a sitnadon better suited to his disposition and to his talents. 

A few days after leaving Bl^r of Athola, our poet and his fellow- 
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tr bora. In the coarse of the preceding 

B ma reduced to the DuohesH of Gordon al 

Ed: m on this acquantance, iie proceeded to 

e Bsll ng H Bicol at the inn JD the village. At the 

CBS ce with tha atmoBt hospitality and kind- 

ass, aad the femily beinj, uliout to sit doim to dinner, lie was in- 
vited to taie his place at tho table as amattet of course. Tills invi- 
tstion he accepted, and afb^r drinking a few glasses of wine, he 
rose up, and proposed to withdraw. On being pressed to stay, he 
montjoned, for the Aral time, his engsgement with hla fellow-truv- 
aller ; and hie noble host offering to send a servant to aonduct Mr. 
Nicol to the castle, Bums insisted on tmdertalting that office him- 
self. Ho was, however, accompanied by a gentleman, a particular 
acqtiaintanca of the Dute, by whom the invitataon waa delivered 
ill all the forms of pohteness. The invitation, however, came too 
late i the pride of Niool was inflamed to the highest degree by the 
neglect which he had already suflfered. He had ordered the borsea 
to be pat to the carriage, being determined to proceed on hia jour- 
ney alone; and they found him parading the streets of Poobabere, 
before the door of the inn, venting hia anger on the poatilhon, for 
the slowness with which he obeyed his commands. As no eipla- 
nation nor entreaty conld change the purpose of his fellow-travel- 
ler, our poet was rcdneed to the neoessity of separating from him en- 
tirely, or of instantly proceeding with him on tJidrjooroey. He chose 
the last of those alternatives ; and seating himself beside Nieol in 
the post-chaise, with inortifloatioii and regret he turned his back 
on Gordon Castle; where he had promised himself some happy 
days. Sensible, however, of the great kindness of the noble family, 
he made the best return in his power by the following poem.* 
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Burns remained at Edinburgh during tho greafer part of tbe 
winter, 1787-8, and again entered into tho eoeiotyand diasipation 
of tliat metropolis. It appears, tliat on the 31st of December, he at- 
tended a meeting to oolebrata the birthday of the lineal deaoend- 
antof tbo Soottishraoeofiinga, the late unfortunate PrmoaCbaries 
Edward. On tbia occasion onr bard took npon himself tbe ofEce 
of poet-laureate, and produced an ode, wbioh, thongb deficient in 
the complicated rbytbm and polished versification that such oompo- 
Bitiona require, might on a fair competition, where energy of feel- 
ings and of expreseion were alone in question, have won the bnttof 
Malmsey from the real Laureate of that day.f 

In relaljng tho ineidenla of onr poet's life in Edinburgh, wfl ought 
to have meationad the BeotiiJienta of raspaot and sympathy with 
which he traced out tho grave of hia predeoBBaor Ferguason, over 
whose aehea, in the Canongata churchyard, be obt^ned leave to 
erect an humble monument, wliicli will 1» viewed by reieoting 
minda with no common interest, aod which will awake in the bo- 
Bom of kindred genius, many a high emoljon. Heither should we 
pass over tbe continued friendship he experienced iVom the amia- 
ble and accomplished Blaoklook. To bis eneouraging advice it was 
owing (aa has already appeared) that Bums, instead of emigrating 
to the West Indies, repaired to Edinburgh. He rooeived him there 
■with all the ardor of affoolionata admiration ; be eagerly introduced 
him to tbe respectable circle of his friends; he oonanlted hia in- 
terest ; he blazoned his fame ; he lavished upon him all the kindness 
of a generous and ifeeling heart, into which nothing selfish or en- 
vious ever found admittance. Among tbo ftiends to whom he in- 
troduced Burns was Mr. Eamsay, of Oohlertyre, to whom our poet 
pad a visit in the autumn of ITST, at his delightfnl retirement in 
the neighborhood of Starling, and on the banlts ofthaTeith. 
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On aettling with his pnblialier, Mr. Creeoli, in Februmy, 1788, 
BuniB fonnd himself master of nearly fivo liandFed poundE, niter 
dischBTging all hia expenses. Two liundred poacds he imme- 
diately advanced to his brother Gilbert, who had token upon him- 
self the BQpport of their «gcd mother, and vrm »tiuggling with 
many difficoltles in the farm of Mossfpel. With the remmnder of 
tills Bnm, and soma fiirther aTentual profits from his pooms, ho de- 
termined on Bottling himself for life in the oeoupntion of agricultnrs, 
and took from Mr. Miller, of Dtdawinton, the form of Ellialand, on 
the banka of the riFOrNithjBi! miles above Dumfries, on which he 
entered at WhitBunday, ITSS. Hav.'ng been previously recom- 
mended t^ the Board of Exeise, his name had been pnt on the list 
of candidates foithehnmble office of a ganger, or esoisoman; and 
he Immediately applied to-acquiring the information neoesaary for 
filling that ofBoe, when the honorable Board might judge it proper 
to employ him. He espeoted to be called into service in the dis- 
trict iu \Thlch his farm was situated, and vainly hoped to unite 
with euecesB the labors of the larmer with the duljes of the ex- 

When Burns had in this manner arranged his plans for futurity, 
his generous heart turned to the object of his most ardent attach- 
ment, and listening to no considerations but those of honor and 
af^tion, he joined with her in a public deolaraljon of marriage, 
thus legalizing their union, and rendering it permanent for life. 

It was not convenient fbr Mrs. Burns to remove immediately 
ftxitn Ayrshire, and our poet therefore took up hia residence alono 
at Eliisland, to prepare for the reception of his wife and children, 
who joined him towards the end of the year. 

The flitnation la which Bums now fonnd liimself was calculated 
to awakea refleetion. The different stepa he had of late taiien 
were in their nature highly important, and might be said to have, 
in aome measure, fiited bis destiny. He had become a husband 
and a fether ; he had engaged in ths management of a considerable 
&Rn, a difBcult and laborious undertaking ; in his aucoess the hap- 
piness of his family was involyed ; it was time, therefore, to aban- 
don the gayety and dissipation of which he had been too much 
enamored : to ponder serionsly on the past, and to form virtaous 
resolutions respecting the fntnre. 

He eommenoed by immediately rebuilding the dweliing-houso on 
bis ferm, which, in the state he found it, was inadequate to the ao- 
commodaUon of hia family. On this occasion, he himself resumed 
at times the oecupation of a laborer, and found neither his atrength 
nor his still impaired. Pleased witli sipve jing the grouoda he was 
about to cuitlvale, and wit^ the rearing of a bnilding that should 
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give shelter to his wife and children, and, bb he fondly hoped, to 
his own gray hairs, senlamentB of icdependence buoyed up Ma 
mind, piotnrea of domastio content and peace rose OQ Ms im- 
agination ; and a l^w days passed away, as be himself informs 
UB, the moat tranqnii, if not tha happiest, which he had ever 
expeiienced. 

liis &me naturally drew npon him the attention of his neighbors, 
and he soon formed a general ocquMntance in the district, in whicih 
he lived. The public Yoiee had now pronounced on the subject of 
his talents; tia reception he had met with in Edinburgh had given 
him tha cnrrenoy which tishion bestows; he hadsnimounted the 
prejudices arising ftom his htimble birth, and ho was received at 
tha table of the gentlemen of Nithsdale with ■welcome, with kind- 
ness, and even with respect. Their social parties too often seduced 
him from his rustic labors, and it was not long, therefore, before 
Bums began to view his farm with dislike and despondence, if not 
with disgusts 

Dntbrtunately he had for sovcral jeata looked to an office in tba 
ExcaBO as a certain means of hvetihood, should his other expecta- 
tions ftul. As has already been mentioned, he had been recom- 
mended to the Board of Excise, and had reeaiyed tha icatructioiis 
neeeasary for such a situation. He now applied to be eKiployed ; 
and by the interest of Mr. Graham, of Fintiy, was appointed to be 
exciseman, or, as it ia vulgarly called, ganger, of the district in 
which ho lived. Hia farm was, after thia, in a great measure, aban- 
doned to servants, while he betook himself to the duties of his new 
appointment. 

Ha m^ht indeed stil! be saan in the spring directing his plough, 
a labor in which ha excelled ; or with a white sheet oontaiuing hiH 
»eed-oorn, slung across his Bbouldeis, striding with measured steps 
along his tnraed-up furrows, and scattering the grain in the earth. 
But his &rm no longer occupied the prinmpal part of his cara or 
his thoughts. It was not at Ellisland that he was now in general 
to be found. Monntad on horacback, thia high-minded poet was 
pursuing the dafaultcra of the revenue among the hiils and vales of 
Nilhadale, his rovingeye wandering over the charms of nature, and 
m«llei-in^ hii wayward faimies as he moved along. 

Besides his duties in tha Excise and his social pleasures, other 
droumstanoea interfered with the attention of Bnrna to his farm. 
Ha engaged in the formation of a society for purcliasing and ciran- 
lating books among the farmers of his neighborhood, of which ho 
nndertook the management ; and ha occupied himself occasionall; 
in composing songs for the piusioal work of Mr. Johnson, then va 
the course of publication. These engagements, useful and honoT- 
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able in tbemaelvus, coDlrilintod, no doubt, to tho abatrftction of bis 
thonghta from tlis basinesa of ngrionltura. 

The oonsoquenoes may be easily imagined. Notwithstanding the 
uniform prudenee and good ma.nagenieiit of Mrs. Burae, and thongh 
his rent was moderate and reasonable, our poet found it convenient, 
if not necessary, to resign his farm to Mr. Miiler, after having oe- 
eopied it three years and a half. His office in the Eiolee had origi- 
nally produced about fifty pounds per annum. Ilaving acquitted 
himself lo tho satiafaction of tho Eoard, he iiad beea appointed to 
a now diatriot, the emoluments of wliioh raae to about seventy 
pounds per annum. Hoping to support himself and his family on 
liis humble inoome till promotion should reach him, he disposed of 
his atook and of his crop on Ellialand by public auction, and re- 
moved to a small house which he !iad taken in Dumfries, about 
tho end of the year 1791. 

Hitherto Burns, though addicted to excess in social pariJes, had 
abstained from the habitual use of strong liquors, and his oonatitn- 
iiou had not su^red any permanent injury from tho itreguhiriljOB 
af his eondool In Dumfries, temptafions to " the sin that so 
easily beaet him" continnally presented themselves ; and hia irregn- 
larities grew by degrees into habits. These temptations unhappily 
occurred during his engagements in the business of his office, as 
well as during his hours of relaxation; and though he clearly fore- 
saw the consequence of yielding to them, his appotjtea and sensa- 
tJODS, which conld not pervert the dictates of hia judgment, finally 
triumphed over the powers of hia will. 

Sljll, however, ho oultivatad tho aooiaty of persons of tasto and 
respectability, and in their company could impose upon himself the 
restraints of temperance and decorum. Nor was his muso dor- 
mant. In the four years wluoh lie lived at Dumfries, ha produeed 
many of his beautifal lyrics, though it does not appear that he at- 
tempted any poam of oonsiderable length. 

Burns had entertained hopes of promotion in the Excise ; bnt 
circumstances occurred which retarded their fulfilment, and which, 
in his own mind, destroyed all espectatjou. of their being ever 
fulfilled. The oitraordinary events which ushered in the revolu- 
tion of France interested the feelings, and excited Iho hopes, of 
men in every corner of Europe. Prejudice and tyranny seemed 
about to disappear from among men, and the day-star of reason to 
rise upon a benighted world, in the dawn of this beautiful morn- 
ing, the genius of I'renoh freedom appeared on oar southern hori- 
zon with the conntecaneo of an angel, but speedily asflnmed the 
features of a demon, and vanished in a shower of blood. 

Though previously a Jacobite and a cavalier, Bums had shared 
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in tlie originRl hopes entertained of tills aatonishing revolution by 
ardent and beneToIent minds. The novelty and the hazard of the 
attempt ■meditated by Ilia First, or Constituent AesEnibly, served 
rather, it ia probabie, to raoommend it to his dating temper ; and 
the unfettered eoope proposed to be given to every iiind of talenta 
was doubtless gratifying to the feelings of oonsoioua bnt indignant 
genins. Bums foresaw not the mlgbtyniln that was to be the 
immodiate consequence of an enterprise, which, oc its eommenoo- 
ment, promised so much happiness to the human race. And evon 
after the caraar of guilt and of blood commenced, he could notim- 
madiataiy, it may be presumed, withdraw bis partial gaza from a 
people who bad so latelybreathed the sentiments of universal peace 
and iMnignity, or obliterate in his bosom the pictures of hops and 
' of happiness to which those sentiments bad given birth. Ijnder 
thasa impressions, he did not aJways conduct himseif with the cir- 
cnmspeclion and prudence which his dependent sitnaUon seemed 
to demand. Ho engaged indeed in no popular assaraations, so 
common at the time of which we speak ; but in company ho did 
not conceal liia opinions of pnblio measures, or of the reforms re- 
quired in the praetioo of oor government ; and Eometimaa, in bis 
social and unguarded moments, ho uttered them with a wild and 
unjustifiable vehemence. Information of this was ^ven to the 
Board of Eioise, with the eiaggerations so gonoral in such oases. 
A superior officer in that department was authorized to inquire 
into his conduct. Burns defended himaelf in a letter addressed io 
one of the Board, written with great indapondenoe of spirit, and 
with more than his accustomed eloquance. The ofBcer appointed 
to inquire into his condnot gave a favorable report. His steady 
iriend, Mr. Graham, of Kntry, interposed his good offices in his 
behalf; and the imprudent ganger was suffered to catain his situ- 
aUon, bnt given to understand that his promotion was deferred, and 
must depend on his future behavior. 

This oironmstance made o deep impression on the mind of Bums. 
Fame exaggerated hie misconduct, and represented him as aetually 
dismissed from his o££ce ; and tMs report induced a gentleman of 
much respectability to propose a subscription in his favor. The 
offer was refused by our poet in a letter of great elevation of senti- 
ment, in which he gives an acooiint of the whole of this transaction, 
and defends himself from the imputation of disloyal sentiments on 
the one hand, and on the other from tho charge of having made 
submissions for the sake of his office, unworthy of his character. 

In the midst of all his waHderlngs, Burns met nothing in his do- 
mestio circle but gentleness and forgiveness, except in the gnawings 
of his own remorse. He ocknowiedged hia tmnsgresdons to tlie 
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wife of his bosom, promised amendmertt, and ngsln received pur- 
don for his offences. But as tbe etrengtli of iiis body decayed, 
hia resolution Ijecame feebler, Rnd habit acquired predominating 
Btreagth. 

From Ootolier, 1T95, to the January following, ua accidental com- 
plaint confined him to tha house. A few days after he began to go 
abroad, ho dined at a tavern, and returned about three o'clock in a 
very cold morning, bennmbed and intoxicated. This was followed 
by an attack of rbaumatlBni, which confined him about h week. 
His appetllo now began to fall ; his hand shoot, and his voioe fal- 
tered on any eiertion or emotion. His pulse became wsakar and 
more rapid, and pain in the larger joints, and in the hands and feet, 
deprived him of the enjoyment of refreshing sleep. Too much de- 
jactod in bia spirits, and too well aware of his real situation to en- 
tert^n hopes of recovery, be was ever musing on the approaohing 
desolation, of his family, and his spirits sunk into a uniform gloom. 

It was hoped by some of his friends, that if he conld live through 
the months of spring, the snoceeding season might restore him. 
But they were disappointed. The genial beams of tha sun infused 
no vigor into liia langnid fi^mo ; tbe summer wind blew upon him, 
but produced no retVeshmcnt. About the latter end of June he 
was advised to go into the country, and, impatient of medical ad- 
vice, OS wall as of every species of oontiol, be delarmined for him- 
self to try the effects of bathing in tlie sea. Tor this purpose ha 
took up his lesidenoe at Brow, in Annandale, about ten miles east 
of Diunfties, on the shore of Ihe Solway-Frith. 

At first. Burns imagined bathing in the sea bad been of benefit 
to bim; the pains in his limbs were relieved; bat this was imme- 
diately followed by a new attack of fever. When bronght back to 
hia own house in Dum&ics, on tba lEtb July, he was no longer able 
to stand upright. At this lime a tremor pervaded bis frame : his 
tongue was parched, and hia mind sunk into delirium, when not 
roused by conversation, On the second and third day the fever 
increased, and his strength diminished. On Ihe fourth, the suffer- 
ings of this great but ill-faled genins were terminated, and a hfb 
was closed in which virtue and passion had been at perpetual va- 

The death of Bams made a strong and general impresaon on all 
who had interested themselves in hia oharacler, and especially on 
tie inhabitants of tha town and conctry in which he had spent tho 
latter years of his life. The Gontlemen-Volnnfeers of Dumfries 
determined to bury their illustrious associate with military honors, 
and every preparaljon was made to reader this last serviec solemn 
and impressive. Tha Fendble Infantry of Angos-shire, and the 
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regiment of cavalry of the Oinquo Ports, at that time quartered in 
Dumfries, offered their ^aaistanee on this ocoaeion ; the principal 
inhabitants of tlie toirn and neighborhood determined to walk in 
the fimeral procession { and avast concourso of persons assembled, 
gome of them trom a considerable distance, to witceas the obsequies 
of the Soottieh Bard. On the evening of the 26th of July, the re- 
mains of Bums were removed from his honse to the Totvn Hall, and 
the funeral took place on the succeeding day. A party of the Vol- 
unteers, selected to perform the military duty in the churchyard, 
Blationed themselves in the front of the procession with their arma 
reversed; the main body of the corps annouEded and aupported 
the o6ffin, on which were placed the hat and sword of their friend 
and fellow-soldier; the numerouB body of attendanta ranged them- 
Belves in the rear; while the Fenoible regiments of infantry and 
cavalry lined the streets from the Town Hall to the burial-ground 
in the Southern churchyard, a distance of more thac half a mile. 
The whole proeesaion moved forward to that sublime and affecting 
Btr^n of music, the J)ead March in Saui ; and three. voUeya fired 
over his grave marked the return of Bums to his parent earth I 
The apoctaola was in a high degree grand and solemn, and accord- 
ing with the general sentiments of sympathy and sorrow whicH tJie 
occasion had called fortii. 

It was an affecting circumstiuica, that, on the morning of the day 
of her huaband's funeral, Mrs. Burns was undergoing the paiuB of 
labor, and that during the solemn service wa have just bsen de- 
scribing, the pOBthumoua son of onr poet was born. Thla infant 
hoy, who recoivcd the name of Maswell, was not destined to a long 
life. He has already become an inhabitant of the same grave witk 
his celebrated father. 

The sense of his poverty, and of the approaching dialrasa of hia 
infant fiimily, pressed heavily on Bums aa he lay on the hed of 
dealli. Yet he alluded to his indigence, at times, with, sometliing 
approftchir^ to Ms wonted gayety. — " What business," said ho to 
Dr. Maxwell, who attended him with the utmost zeal, "has a phy- 
sician to waste his time on me? 1 am a poor pigeon not worth 
plucking. Ahs 1 I have not feather enough upon me to carry mo 
to my grave." And when hia reason waa lost in delirium, hia ideas 
ran in the same melancholy train : the horrors of a jail were con- 
tinually present to his troubled im^iuatjon, and produced the 
most Meeting exclamations. 

On tlio death of Burns, the inliabitanta of Dumfrica and its 
neighborhood opened a subscription for the support of hia wife 
and fiunily. The subscription waa cxtouded lo other parts of Sool^ 
land, and of England also, particularly London and Liverpool. By 
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this means a sum was raised amounting to seven hundred pounds; 
and thus the widow and children were toacued ftom immediala 
distieas, and the most melancholy of the forebodings of Burns hap- 
pily disappointed. 

Bums, aa haa already been manfioned, was nearly five feet ten 
inahea in haight, and s form that indicated agility na wall as streugtli. 
His well-raiaad forehead, shaded with 'blaofc ourlini; hair, indicated 
extensive capacity. Hia eyaa ware large, dark, full of ardor and 
intelligenee. His face waa well formed ; and hia aonntenance un- 
commonly interealang and eipreaeivo. The tones of his voice hap- 
pily corresponded with the espresBion of hia features, and with the 
feehnga of his mind. When to tlieso endowments are added a 
rapid and distinct apprehension, a moat powerful understanding, 
and a happy command of langnaga — of strength as well aa bril- 
liancy of expreaaion — wb aliall ha abla to account for the ostraordi- 
naiy altractiona of hia convarsation — for the sorcery which, in his 
social partiea, ha aeomed to exert on all around bim. In the com- 
pany of women this sorcery was more especially apparent. Tbeir 
presence charmed tho fiend of malaucholy iu his bosom, and awoka 
his happiest fcalinga ; it «xcitBd the powera of his fancy, as well aa 
the tendameas of his heart; and, by restraining the vehemencoand 
Iho osuberanoe of hia langoage, at times gave to bis manners the 
impression of taste, and even of elegance, which in the company of 
men they aeldom poaseased. This influence- was donbUeas redp- 



We concludo witb tho character of Burna aa given by hia country- 
man, Mr. Allan Cunningham, which is alike creditable to his taste, 
and docs justice to tba illuatrioua &me of the poet ^ — 

As apoet. Burns stands in the Urst rank: his conceptions are 
original ; his thoughts new and weighty ; his manner unborrowed ; 
and even hia languiige ia his own. He owes no honor to his sub- 
jects, for Ihey are all of an ordinary kind, snch as humble life 
around him presented : he sought neither in high station nor in 
bialuij for matter to hia muse, and yet all his topics are simple, 
natural, and to be found without research. The Scottish bards 
who preceded him selected subjects which obtained nolica from 
their oddity, and treated them in a way singular and outr^. The 
■saraas of the flrat and fifth Jamea, as well aa those of Eamsay and 
Ferguason, are chiefly a succession of odd and ludicrous pictures, 
aa true aa truth itself, and no more. To their graphic force of de- 
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liueetion Bums added senUmeiit nod passion, and an elegant tea- 
demcBB and Bimplieity. He took topics Ikoiiliar to all ; the Diusy 
grew on the Ixada he ploughed ; the Mouse built her nest on his 
ownstnhhie-fleld; the Haggis Bmokedou hie own board; the Scotch 
Drink which he sung was dlBtiiled on the banka of Doon ; tha 
Dogs that oonTBrsed so wittily and wisely wera his own oolliea ; 
Tarn O' Shan tar was a merry liusbandman of hia own naqmiintancB ; 
and even the " De'i! himael" was familiar to all, and had ofteo 
alarmed, by his eldritcli croon and Uio marks of his cloven foot, 
the pastoral people of Kyle. Burns was the first who taught the 
world that in lowly subjects high poetry resided, Touobad by 
him, they were lifted at onco into the radons of inspiration. His 
spirit ascended into an humble topic, as the sap of spring aaoendsa 
trea to endow it with beauty and ftagranca. 

Bums is our chief national Poet ; ha owes nothlr^ of the Htrnc- 
ture of his versa or of tho materials of his poetry to other lauds — he 
ia tho offispring of the soil ; ha is ns natural to Scotland as the heath 
ia to har hills, and all his brightnoas, like our nocturnal aurora, is 
ofthanortli. Nor haa he taken up fleeting themes; his song is 
not of the asternal manners and chargeable affections of man — it 
is of the human heart — of the mind's hopes and fears, atid of tho 
soul's aspirations. Others give us the outward form and pressure 
of society — the court-costume of human nature — the laced lapelle 
and the epauleted shoulder. He ^ves us flesh and blood ; all he 
has he holds in common with mankind, yet all is national and 
Scottish. We can see to whom other bards have looked up for in- 
spiration — like iVuit of the finest sort, they amack of the stook on 
■which they wore grafted. Bums read Young, Thomson, Shen- 
Btona, and Shakspcare ; yet there is notliing of Young, Thomson, 
Sbanstone, or Shakspaara about him; nor is there much of the old 
ballad. His light is of nature, like snuahine, and not reflected. 
When, in afler-life, ha triad imitation, his "Epistle to Grahams of 
rintray' ' showed satlrio power and polish lltUa inferior to Drydon. 

He is not only the truest and best of Scottish Posts, but, in ease, 
flra, and passion, he is second to none save Shakspearo. I know 
of no one besides, whose verse flows forth ho sparkling and spon- 
taneous. On the lines of other bards, we sea tho marks of ooro 
and study— now and then they are happy, but they are as often 
elaborated out and brightened like a key by frequent handling. 
Burns is seldom or never so — he wrote ftom the impulso of nature 
— he wrote because his passions raged like so many demons till 
they got vent in rhyme. Others ait and solicit the muae, like a 
coy mistrcBS, to bo kind ; ahe came to Barns " unsant for," like 
the " bennie loss" in tlie song, and showered her &vora iVeely. 
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Tha Btrenglh was equal to the harmony; ragged wesUin words 
were taken from the lipa of the waavec and the plougiman, and 
adorned with melody and feeling ; and familiar piirases wero picked 
npfrom shephorda and mecbanioa, and rendered as muaieal m ia 
Apollo's lute. " I can ftink of no versa sinoe Shakapeare's," said 
Pitt to Henry Addinglon, " whioli oomea so sweetly and at once 
from nature." " Out of tlie eater came forth meat ;"— the premier 
praised whom be starved. Bums waa not a poet liy £t8 and atarts ; 
the meiBury of his genius stood always at tho inspired point; like 
the fairy's drinking cup, the fountain of hia fancy waa over flow- 
ing and ever full. Ha had, it is true, set timea and saaaons when 
the finita of his mind were more Uian usuallyabundant; but the 
BongB of spring were equal to those of aummer — thoae of aummor 
wore not surpassed by those of autumn; tlie quantity might be 
different, the flavor and richnoas were ever the same. 

His variety is equal to hia origiaality. His humor, his gayety, 
his tendernoas, and hia pathos, come all in a brenth ; they come 
freely, for they come of their own accord ; nor are they huddled 
Iflgether at random, like davaa and crows in a flock ; the contrast 
is never offensive; the comio slides easily into tho aerious, the 
serious into the tender, and the tender into the pathetie. The 
witch's cup, out of which the wondering rustio drank seven kinds 
of wine at once, was typical of the muao of Burns. It ia this 
whioh has made him welcome to ail readers. '' No poet," says Seott, 
" with the exception of Shakapaare, ever possessed the power of 
esdting the most vittiod and discorLiaDt emotions with suoh rapid 
transitions," 

Hotwithslanding tho uncommon aasa and natural elegance of his 
mosinge— tho sweet and impaasionod tone of his verse— oritics have 
not been wanUng who perceived in his worka the humility of his 
origin. Hia poems, I remember well enongh, were considered by 
many, at flrst, as the labors of some gentloman who assumed the 
rustic for the sake of indulging in aatlre; their knowledga waa 
reckoned beyond the reach, and their flights above the power, of a 
wmple ploughman. Something of this belief may be seen in Mrs. 
Seott of Wauebope's letter : and when it waa known for a truth 
that tho author was a ploughman, many lengthy dieonsaions took 
place concerning the way in whioh Iho Poet had acquired his 
knowledge. Ayr raee-oourse was pointed out as the iikaly scene 
of hia atudiea of high life, where he found what was graceful and 
elegant. When Jefl'rey wrote hia depreciating criticism, he forgot 
that Bums had atudied politeness in the very school where ho him- 
self was polished: 
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cluma a echoUrship nhiah the critio might have lespiited. If 
sharp epigrams, familiar gallantly, Iotb of independenoe, and a 
lesQing to the tumid bs, as that critic aaenres ub, true spnptoma of 
vulgar birth, then Swift was a scaveager, Eoobester a ooalheaver. 
Pope a carmao, and Thomaon a boor. He might as well see low- 
nesB of origin in ihe James Stuart who wrote "Cbrist's Kirk on 
the Green," as in the Eobort Barns who wrote "Tam O'Shanter." 
The naturo which Bums infused into all he wrola deals with in- 
ternal emotions ; feeling is no more vulgar in a ploughman than in 
a prince. 

In all this I see the reluetnnoe of an aceompllshed seholar to 
ndmit the merits of a rustic poet who not only claimed, but took, 
the best station on the Caledonian Parnassus. It eonld ba no 
weleome sight lophiloBopberSjhiatorians, and critics, to see a peas- 
ant, fragrant from tha furrow, elbowing his way through their pol- 
ished ranks to the highcEt place of honor, eidajming— 

Some of them were no doubt astonished and incensed ; nature was 
doing too much: they avenged theuiselves by advising >n'm to 
Itava his vulgar or romantia fancies and grow classical. His best 
BOQgs they called random ilighla ; liia happiest poems the fntit of 
a vagrant impnlae ; they accounted him an accident—" a wild colt 
of a oomet" — a sort of splendid error ; and refused to look upon 
him 08 a true poet, raised by the kindly warmth of natnre ; for 
they thought nothing beauUfUl which was not produced or adorned 
by learning. 

Bums ia a thorough Scotchman ; h^ nationality, like cream on 
milk, floats on the surtkce of all his works ; it mingles in his humor 
as well as in his tenderness; yet it ia seldom or never offensive to 
an English ear; there is nothing narrow-souled in it. He rojoisea 
in Scotland's ancient glory and in her present strength : he be- 
stows his affection on her heathery moontmns, as well aa on her 
romantic vales ; he gloriea in the worth of her husbandmen, and 
in the loveliness of her maidens. The braokaQy glens and thiatly 
brae-sides of the North are more welcome to his sight than are the 
sonny dales of Italy, fragrant with ungathered grapes ; its men, if 
not quite divinities, are more than mortal ; and the women are 
ctothed in beauty, and walk in n light of their own creating; a 
hagfps is food fit for gods ; hroseisabetter sort of ambrosia; "wi' 
twopenny we ffear nac evil;" and whiskey not only makes us in- 
sensible of danger, but inspires noble varae and heroic deeds. 
There is something at onae ludicrous and dignified iu all this : to 
Jie aim of the Poet. Besides a love 
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of country, liera is an intense 1ot6 of freedom about him ; not the 
Bavage joy in the IxiundlesB forest and tlio unlloenaed range, bat 
tlie oalm determination and temperale delight of a refleolJng mind- 
Burns IB the bard of iiberty— not that wliioli aala fancy free and 
fetters tliB body; he resists oppression — he covets free thought and 
speech — he scorna slavish obedience to the mob ae much as ha de- 
tests tyranny ia the rulers. Ha spoke out like a boid-inspired 
person; lio knew hia word would have weight with the world, and 
sung his "Man's a man for a' that," aa a watchword to future 
generationa — as a apell against slavery. 

The beat poems of Bums are about rural and pastoral life, and 
relate the hopes, joya, and aapirations, of that portion of the people 
falsely called the humhle, as ifgrandeurofaoul ware a thing "born 
in the purple," and not the ftee gift and bonnty of heaven. The pae- 
siOQB and feelingB of manaro diagniaod, cot changed, in polished eo- 
daty ; flesh and blood are tho aame beneath hoddiu' gray as beneath 
three-piled velvet. This waa what Burns alluded to when he said 
he saw little in the splendid circles of Edinburgh wliich was new 
to him. Hispioturasofhtiman life and of the world are of a mental 
as woli as national kiad. His " Twa Dogs" prove that happiness 
is not unaqaally difl'nsed: "Scotch Drink" gives us fireside en- 
joyments ; the " Earnest C17 and Prayer" shows the keen eye which 
humhle people cast on their rulers; the "Addresa to the Dei!" 
indulges In religious humanitiea, in which sympathy overcomes 
fear; "The AuldMare," and "The Address to Millie," enjoin, by 
the most simple and touching examples, kindness and mercy to 
dumb creatures; " Tho Holy Fair" desires to curb the licentiousnesa 
of those who seek amusement instead of holiness in religion ; " Man 
was made to Mourn" eihorta the strong and the wealthy to be mind- 
fhl of the weak and the poor; "Halloween" shows us superaljtion 
in B doracBlio aapoet ; " Tarn O'Shanter" adorns popular belief with 
humorous terror, and helps na lo laugh old dreads away ; " The 
Mouse," in its weakness, contrasts with man in hia strength, and 
preaches ta us the inslabiijty of happiness on earth ; while " The 
Mountain Daisy" pleads with such moral pathos the cause of the 
flowers of the field sent by Qod to adorn the earth for man's pleas- 
ure, that our feet have presaod lesa ungraciously on the "wee, 
modest, erimson-tipped fiower," since his song was written. 

Others of his poems Iuitb a still grander reach. " The Vision" 
reveals the Poot'a plan of Providence, proves the worth of elo- 
quence, bravery, honesty, and beauty, and that even tho rustic 
bard himself ia a useful and ornamental link in the great chain of be- 
ing. " The Cotter's Saturday Wight" conneota us with the invisi- 
ble worid, and shojvs that domeslaa peace, faithful love, and patri- 
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ode feeliagB ore of earthly things most akin to the joys of heaven; 
while the divine "Elegy on Matthew Henderson" nnltee human 
nature in a bond of synipathy with the atara of the sky, the fowls 
of the ur, the beasta of the field, the fiowery vale, and the lonetj 
DJonntaiii. The haatieat of hJa effuEions has a wise aim ; and the 
eloquent'Cuiraa perceived this when he epoke of the "Bublime 
morality of Burns." 

Hod Barns, in hia poems, preaohed only so many moral sermons, 
his audience might have been a select, bnt it would have been a 
limited, one. Ihe aublimest truths, like the surest medidnes, are 
sometimes uneasy to swallow: for Uiis the Foet provided ao effeor 
tual remedy : he associated his moral counsel with bo much tender- 
ness and pathoa, and garnished it all about with such exquisite 
humor, that the public, like the giant drinking the wine in Homer, 
gaped, and cried, "Uorel this is divine I" If a reader has such 
a limited eonl as to love humor only, why Biima is his man — ha 
has mora of it than any modem poeti should ha oovet tenderness, 
ho oinnot r^ad fm in Bums without finding il lo hia mind ; sboald 
he desire pathos, the Scottish Peasant has il of the purest sort ; and 
if he wish for them altogether let him try no other bard — for in 
what other poet will he find them woven more naturally into the 
web of song? It is by tins suiting himself to so many minds and 
tastes, that Bnrns has become such a favorite with the world ; if, 
in a strange company, we should ohanoo to stomble in quoting 
him, an English voice, or an Irish one, aoiroota ns ; mnoh of the 
business of life is mingled witli his verae ; and the lover, whether 
in joy or sorrow, will find that Borna has antioipalcd overy throb 
of his heart: — 



He was the first of our northern poets who brought deep passion 
and high energy to the aerviee of the rauae, who added sublimity 
to simpliidty, and found loveliness and elegance dwelling among 
the cottages of his native land. His simplicity is graceful at well 
as strong ; ha is never mean, never weak, never vulgar, and hut 
seldom coarse. All he says ia above the mark of otlier men : his 
Linguage is familiar, yet dignified; carelasa, yet concise; and be 
touches on the moat ordinary— nay, perilous themes, with a skill 
ao rare and felicitous, that good fortune seems to unite with good 
taste in helping him through the Slough of Deapond, in which ao 
many meaner spirits have wallowed. No one has greatar power in 
adorning the humble, and dignifying the pliun — Iio one elae haa so 
happily picked the sweet fresh flowers of poeay from among the 
tholna and brambles of the ordinary paths of existence. 
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"The excellence of Bnrns," aays Thomiia Carlyle, a true judge, 
" ia, indeed, among the rarest, whether in poetiy or prose ; hot at 
the aame lima it ia plain and easily recognized — hia ainceritj — Ma 
indisputahle ar of truth. Here are no fabulona woea or jojs ; bo 
hollow fantaetieaentimeutalitiee; no wire-drawn refioinga either in 
thought or feeling : the passion that is traead beforo ns liaa glowed 
in a living heart ; the opinion he uttera haa liaen in his own under- 
atsnding, and been a light to hia own ateps. He does not write 
from hearsay, bat fi'oni sight and experience : it ia the scenes he 
has lived and labored amidst that he describes; those scenes, rude 
and hombla as they are, have kindled beautil\il amotiona in his 
Boul, noble Ibonghla, and definite resolves; and he apeaks forth 
what is in him, not from any oatward call of vanity or interest, but 
becanse hia heart ia loo full to he ailent. He spealu it, too, with 
snch melody and modnlation aa he can — in homely rustic jingle^ 
bnt it is his own, and genuine. This ia the grand secret for finding 
readers, and retaining them : let him vho would movo and con- 
vince others, be first moved and convinced himself." 

It must be mentioned, in abatement of this high praise, that 
Bums oocaaionally speaks with too little delicacy. Ho vlolaCos 
without necessity the tme decorum of hie subjaat, and indulges in 
hidden meanings and ollnsions, such as the most tolerant cannot 
applaud. Nor is tiiis the worst ; he is much too ftee in his treat- 
ment of matters holy. He ventures to take the Deity to task abont 
his own passions, and the order of nature, in a way ieas reverent 
than he employs when winning hia way to woman's love. Ha has, 
in truth, touches of profenily which make the pious shudder. In 
the warmth of conversation such expressions might escape iVom 
the lips ; but llicy should not have been coolly sanctioned in the 
closet with the pen. These daformilics arc not, howavar, of fre- 
quent occurrenca; and, what is soma extenuation, they are gener- 
ally united to a noblo or natural sentiment. Ha is not profane or 
indccorons for iba sake of being so ; Jus fanlls, aa well aa his beau- 
tics, (ome from an Overflowing fulness of mind. 

His Bonga have all tiie beauties, and none of the faults, of hia 
poema. As compositions to be snng, a finer and mora scientific 
harmony, and a more njoely-modulated dance of words were ro- 
qnirad, and Bums had both in perfection. They flow as readily 
to the music as if both the air and verse had been created together, 
and bland and mingle like two uniting alrcams. The sentimenla 
are from nature ; and they never, in any instance, jar or jangle with 
the peculiar feeling of the music. While hamming the air over 
during the moments of composition, the words came and took their 
proper places, each according to the meaning of the air: rugged 
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eipiesaioos oonld not well mingle with thonghla inspired bj har- 

In his poema, Bums Eupposes liimaolf in the aooictjof men.atid 
indulges in reckless sentiments and nnmeasured Inngnage ; in Ids 
Bongs lie imagines himself in softer company ; when woman's eye 
19 on him ho is gentle, persuasive, and impasaoned; he is never 
boisterous ; ho saokB not to saj fine tliiiigB, jet ha never miases 
sajii^ them ; his compliments are uttered of free will, and all his 
thoughts flow naturally from the snbject. Thara is a natural grace 
and fascination about his songs ; all is earnest and from the heart; 
he is none of your miliinary barda who deal in jewelled locks, laced 
garments, unci shower pearls and gems by the bushel on youth 
and beauty. He makes bright eyes, flitshing cheeks, the music of 
Ihe tongue, and tlie pulses' maddening play, do all. Those charms 
he knew came from heaven, and not out of the tirewoman's basket, 
and would last when fashions changed. It is remarkable that the 
most naturally oiegant and truly impassioued songs in the lan- 
guage were writl«n by a ploughman-iad in honor of the rustio 
lasses around him. 

If we regard the songs of Burns as so many pastoral pictures, we 
will find that he has an eye for the beauties of nature as accurate and 
as tasteful as tJie happiest landscape p^t«r. Indeed, he seldom 
gives tis a finished image of female loveliness without the accom- 
paniment of bloomii^ flowers, running streams, waving woods, 
and the melody of birds ; this is the framework which seta off the 
portrait. He has recourse rarely to emballiahmenis borrowed from 
art ; the hghtcd hall and the thrilling strings are less to him than 
a walk with her he loves by some lonely rivulet's side, when the 
dows are beginning to glisten on the lilies and weigh them down, 

this we may reoogniw a true poet — one who ■ felt that woman's 
loveliness triumphed over these fragrant accompaniments, and 
who regarded her still as the "blood-roya! of life," the brightest 
part of creation. 

Those who dears to ifeel, in their full force, the songs of Bums, 
must not hope it from scientific singers in the theatres. The right 
seenfi is the pastoral glen ; the right tongue for utterance is that of 
a shepherd lass ; and the proper song is that which belongs to her 
present tbelings. The gowany glen, tte nibbling sheep, the warb- 
ling birds, and the running stream, give the inanimate, while the 
singer herself personates the Eving beauty of the song. I have 
listened to a country girl singing one of his songs, while she spread 
her webs to bleach by a running stream— ignorant of her audi- 
auoB— with such feeling and effect as were qnite overpowering. 
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TliiB will keep tha feme of Bnrna high (imong us; should the 
printer's ink dry up, ten thousand melodiouB tongues will preserve 
Ms songs to remote genoratiooB. 

The variety, too, of his lyrics is equal to their truth and beanty. 
He has written songs which echo the feelings of every age and con- 
dition in life. He personates all the pasaons of man and all the 
gradations of a£Eei;tion. He sings the lovar hastening throagh 
atomi and lampeat to see the object of his Bttachment^-the swell- 
ing stream, the haunted wood, and the suspicions parents, are all 
alilio disregarded. He paints him again on an eve of July, when 
the ^r is calm, the grass fragrant, and no sonnd is abroad save 
the amorous cry of the partridge, enjoying the beauty of the eve- 
ning aa he steals by some nnfreqnented way to the trysting there, 
whither bis mistress is hastauing ; or he hmns him on a cold and 
snowy night, enjoying a brief parlay with hor whom he loves, ftom 
a oautionsly opened window, which shows her wbila arm and 
bright eyas, and the shadow perhaps of a more fortnnal« lover, 
■which aecounts for the marks of feet impressed in the anew 
on the way to her dwelling. Nor is he ^ways sighing and 
vowing: some of hia heroes answer scorn with scorn, are saucy 
with the sanoy, and prond with the proud, and comfort themselves 
with sarcastic commante on woman and her ficltleness and folly; 
others drop all allegiance to tliat fantastic idol beauty, and while 
mirth abounds, and " the wine-cnp shines in Ught," find wondrona 
solace. He laughs at the sei one moment, and adores them the 
nest— he ridicnles and satirizes — he vows and entreats— he tradnoea 
and he dadea— all in a breatli. Bums was intimate with the female 
heart, and with the romantic mode of courtship practised in the 
pastoral districts of Caledonia. He was early initiated into all the 
mysteries of rustle love, and had tried his eloquence with such 
success among the inudens of the land, that one of them sud, 
" Open your ej-ea and shut your ears with Kob Burns, and tbara's 
nae fear o' your heart ; but close your eyes and open your ears, and 
you'll lose it." 

Of all lyric poets be is the mest proli&c and various. Of one 
hundred and sixty songs which he communicated to Johnson's 
Museunl, all, save a score or so, are either his composition, or 
amended with such skill and genius as to be all but made his own. 
For Thoroson lie wrote little short of a hundred. He took a pe- 
culiar pleasure in ekeing out and amending the old and imperfect 
Bongs of his country. He has eseroisad his fency and taste to a 
greater extent that way than antjtiuarians either like or scam will- 
ing to acknowledge. Scott, who performed for the ballads of 
Scotland what Burns did for man; of her songs, perceived this L — 
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"Tha Scottisli tunes and aonga," he remarked, "preaerved for 
Burns that inexpKBuble oharm which Ihej have ever afforded to 
his coontrymen. Se entered into the idea of Gollecting thfai &ag- 
iDBDle Kith l^e zea] of an enthnBiaet; and few, whether seriona or 
hnDioroDB, passed through bis hands without receiviog some ot 
those magic touches, which, without greatly altering the song, re- 
stored its original spirit, or gave it more ihaii it praviousl; pos- 
sessed. So dexterouBlj are those touches oombined with the an- 
cient structure, that the rifmxtamenio, iu mauy icatances, could 
searcely have boon detected without tka avowal of the Bard him- 
self Neither would it be easy to mark hia share iu the individual 
ditties. Some he appears to have entirely rewritten ; to others hs 
added supplementary stanzas J in some ha retained only the lead- 
ing lines and the choras ; and others he merely airanged and orna- 
mented." Na one lias ever equalled him in these exguiait^ imita- 
tions : he caught up the peculiar apirit of the old song at once ; 
he thought as his elder brother in rhyme thought, and commttni- 
eatad on anljquo sentiment and tone to all the verses which he 
added. Finer feeling, purer fancy, more esqniailc touches of na- 
ture, and more vigorous thoughts, were the result of this inter- 
course. Burns found Soottiah song like a ftnit-tree in winter, not 
dead, though unhudded ; nor did he leave it till it was covered 
with bloom and beantj. He sharpened the aarcaani, deepened the 
passion, heightened the humor, and abated the indelicacy of his 

" To Burns'a ear," says Wilson — a high judge in all poetic ques- 
tions — " tha lowly lays of Scotland were femiliar, and most dear 
were they all to his heart. Often had he ' sung aloud old songs 
that are Uiemuaic of the heart;' and, some day, to be able himself 
to breathe such atraJna was his dearest, his highest ambition. His 
genius and his moral tVame were thus imbued with the spirit ot our 
old traditionary ballad poetry; and, aasoon as all his passions were 
ripe, the voice of song was on all occasions of deep and tender in- 
terest — the voice of hia daily, his nightly speech. Those old songs 
were his models ; he felt as they felt, and looked up with the same 
eyes en the same objects. So entirely waa their langu^e hia lan- 
guage, that all the beautiful lines, and half-lines, and single words 
tliat, because of something in them most exquisitely true to nature, 
bad survived the rest of the composiljons to which they had long 
ago belonged, were aomeUmes adopted by him, almost nneon- 
sciously it might seem, in hia finest inspirations ; and oftener still 
sounded, in bis ear like a key-note, on which he pitched his own 
plaintive tune of the heart till the voice and language of the old and 
new days were but as one." He never failed to surpass what he 
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imitated ; he sdded fruit to the tree and fragrance to the flower. 
That hie Boags am a. solace to ScoHJah Learte in ts,r lauds we fanow 
&om tniiDj sources ; the poetio teBtimau^ of an inspired witueea ia 
all we ah^ oall for at present: — 



A want of chivalry has been insliinoBd te a radical fault in the 
IjricB of Burns. He oertsjnij is not of the number who npp— - '■ 
beauty with much awe or reverence, and who rdse lovelineiF - 
an idol for man lo Sill down and worship. The pol.jhed con'f 
and romanljc affectations of high society had not found their j 
among the m^dens of Kjle ; tho midnight tryate, and the etolen 
interview — the rapture to meet — and the angniah to part — the secret 
vow, and the aoaroe audible whiaper, wore dear to their hosoma; 
and they were unacquainted with moving in parallei lines, and 
breathing sigha into rosea, in the affaira of the heart. To draw a 
magio (arole of affection round thoaa he loved, which could not he 
passed without lowering tham from the station of angela, forma no 
part of the lyrical system of Bums's poetio wooing : there is no affec- 
tadon in him; he speaks like one unconacioua of the veneered and 
varnished oiviliyea of artifloial life ; he feels that true love JB unac- 
qnunted with fashionable distinctions, and in all he has written 
has thought but of the natural man and woman, and the unin- 
fluenced emotions of the heart. Some have charged him with a 
want of delicacy — an aeousalion easily answorad : he ia rapturous, 
he ia warmed, he is impassioned— his heart cannot contain its ec- 
stasies ; he glows with emotion as a oiyalal goblet with wine ; but 
in none of his best songs is there the least indelicacy. Levels with 
him a leveller; pa^ion and feeling are of themselves as little in- 
flnancod by fashion and manners as the wind is in blowing, or the 
Bun ia in ahining ; chivalry, and even nations of delicacy, are change- 
able things ; our daughters speak no longer with the free tongues 
of their great-grandmothers, and young men no longer challenge 
wild lions, or keep dangerous castles, in honor of their ladies' eyes. 

The prose of Burns has much of tha original merit of his poetiy; 
but it is seldom so pure, so natural, and so sustained. It abonnds 
wltb bright bits, flue outflashinga, gentle emotions, and uneommon 
warmth and ardor. It is very unequal ; sometimes it is simple and 
vigorons; now and then inflated and cumbrous ; and he not seldom 
labors to say weighty and decided things, in which a "double 
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double toll and trouble" Bort of labor is visible. "But hundreds 
even of his most familiar letters" — I adopt tbn words of Wileon — 
"ore perfGctl; urtlesa, tLongh still most etoqueut compositicns. 
Simple we may not Gall them, so riuh are they in fane;, so over- 
flowing in feeling, and dashed off in evarj other paragraph with 
the easy boldness of a great master, coiisoious of his etranglli eoen 
at times when, of all things in the world, he was least BoliiatDUB 
abont display; while some there are so solemn, bo sacred, so re- 
ligious, that he who can read them with an unstirred heart can 
have no trust, no hope, in the immortality of the boqI." Those 
who desire to feel him in Iiis strength must taste him in his Seot- 
tiqh spirit. There ha spoke the language of life : in English, he 

f' tliat of education ; he had to think in tiie former before ho 
express liimself in the latter. In the language m which his 

, mbc snng and nursed him be excelled ; a dialect reekoned bar- 
baroDs by seholars, grow elassio and elevated when uttered by the 
tongue of KoBEBi ISuiiNS. 

Of the &mily and fauie of tlie Foet something sbonid be a^d. 
Good aud active friends bestirred themselves afler bis death : Cur- 
rie muuilioently wrote his Life and edited bis works ; Eobert, his 
eldest SOD, was placed in tbo Stamp-offlco by Lord Sidmouth; 
cadetsbipa in India were generously obtained for William and 
James by Sir James Shaw, who otherwise largely betriended the 
Kunily; and Lord Panmnie nobly presented one hdndred pounds 
annually to his widow, till the euocees of her sons in India enabled 
them to interpose, and take — not without remonstranee — tliat ploua 
duty on themselves. The venerable Mrs. Burns lives* in the house 
where her eminent husband died : ail around ber has an air of 
eomfort, and she has bean enabled to save a small sum ont of her 
annual income: her brother, a London merchant of much respect- 
ability, bas long interested himself in her affiurs; and her brother- 
in-law, Gilbert, died lately, after having established his &mily 
successfully in the world. 

The cilJzens of my native Dumfries feel the honor which the 
Poet's ashes oonfer on them ; Mill-hoie-braa has been named Buma- 
$treet : the walks are reverenced where be loved to muse ; and 
his grave may be traced by the well-trodden pathways whieb pass 
the unnoticed tombs of the learned, the pious, the brave, and the 
ftt-deseended, and lead to that of the inspired Peasant. Honors 
have olsowbera been hborally paid to his name ; a fair monument 
is raised to him on the Doon; a noble statue, from the hand of 
Flaxroan, stands in Edinburgh; and Burns-clubs celebrate his 
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birthday in the ohiaf towns and eilias of Britsm. On the banks of 
the Amazon, Misaisaippi, St. Lamenee, Indua, and the Ganges, 
liJB namo ia annually invoked and hia aongs sung ; Wordaworth, 
Coleridge, and Campbell, have celebrated him in verse; statu«a 
are made from his chief oharaetera; pictures painted from hia vivid 
deiineationa ; and even the rafters of Alloway-kirk Iiave been 
formed into ornaments for tlie necks of ladies, and qumghs for the 
lumda of men. Such is the influence of genius! 



thy a:ti heights. Ihj mowiLaiie rolgn, 
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fe], unt br COM neglect depresKd. 



The son apd ahadowy hope ioaprre. 
fbw- Bpella or mlghljef power prepare, 

,61 sinlshtlj Pleianre too advunce, 
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The following trifles are not the production of tlio poet, who, 
with all the advantages of learned art, and perhaps amid the 
elegances and idlenesses of upper life, looks down for a rural 
theme, with an eye to Theocritus or Vii^. To the Author of 
this, these and other celebrated names, their countrymen, are, 
at least in their original langnago, a/ounlam shut up, <md a hook 
leakd, UnacQusunted with the necessary requisites for com- 
mencii^ poet by rule, he sings the soatiroeats and manners he 
felt and saw in himself and his rustic compeers around him, in. 
his and thdr native language. Though a ihymor from hia ear- 
liest years, at least froni the earliest impulses of the softer pas- 
sion, it was not tUl very lately that the applause, perhaps the 
partiality, of friendship, wakened his vanity so fer as to make 
him think any thing of hia worth showing ; and none of the 
following works were composed with a view to the press. To 
amuse himself with the little creationH of his own. fancy, amid 
the toil and ta%ue8 of a laborious life ; to transcribe the vari- 
ous feelings, the loves, the griefe, the hopes, the fears, in hi* 
own breast ; to find some kind of counterpoise to the struggles 
of a world, always an alien scene, a task uncouth to the poeti- 
cal mind ; — these were his motives for courting the Muses, and 
in these he found Poetry to be its own reward. 

Now that he appears in the public character of an Author, he 
does it with fear and trembling. So dear is fame to the rhym- 
it^ tribe, that even he, an obscure, nameless Bard, shrinka 
aghast at the thought of being branded aa— an impertinent 
blockhead, obtruding his nonsense on the world ; and, because 
he can make a shift to jingle a few doggerel Scottish rhymes 
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togetter, looking npon himself es a Poet of no small coiise- 
quecoe forsooth ! 

It is an observation of that celebrated poet, Shenstone, whoso 
divine Elegies do honor to our lai^uage, our nation, and our 
species, that " SuaiilUy has depressed momy s. genius (o a her- 
mit, but never raised one to fame !" If any critic caWies at 
the word gmiia, the Author tells him, once for all, that he cer- 
taJnly looks upon himself as poBsesscd of some poetic abilities, 
otherwise bis publishing in the manner he has done would be 
a man<euvre below the worst character, which, bo hopes. Ma 
worst enemy will over give hira. But to the genius of a Kaja- 
say, or the glorious dawnings of the poor, unfortunate Fergus- 
son, he with equal, unaffected sincerity, declares, that even in 
bis highest pulse of vanity, bo has not the most dletiint preten- 
sions. These two justly admired Scottish Poets he has often 
had in his eye in the following piec^ ; but lathet with a view 
to kindle at their flame, than for servile imitation. 

To his Subscribers, the Author returns his most sincere 
thanks — not the mercenary bow over a counter — hut the heart- 
throbbir^ gratitude of the Bard, conscious how much be owes 
fobenevolence and friendship, for graUfying him, if he deserves 
it, (n that dearest wish of every poetic bosom — to be distin- 
guished. He begs bis readers, particularly the learned and the 
polite, who may honor him with a perusal, that they will make 
every aUowance for education and circumstances of life ; hat 
if, after a fair, candid, and impartial criticism, he shall stand 
convicted of dullness and nonsense, let him be done by as he 
would in that case do hy others— let him he condemned, with- 
out mercy, to contempt and oblivion. 
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TO THE KOELEMEN AND GENTLEMEN OP TSK CALEDONIAN 

Mt Lobdb ako GajoiBUra— 
A ecoTTiBH Bard, proud ot tbe iiEinc, and nlioBe Ugbest ambition Is lo elti^ 

the lllnelxlons names of Mb native Land— those xbo bear tba bonon anil in- 
herit Ui« virtues of their Anoeatorsf The Poetic &eniU8 of mj ConnliyfonDcl 
IM, asthe prophatio bard Elijah did Ellsha— at the plough ; and ISrewhw 
iosplrlDg manUe oyer me. She bade me sing the loves, the joys, the rural 
scenes and tnral pleaenrea of my native soil Jn my nalivo tongue. I tnncd 

anciont Metropolis of Calfldonla, and lay my eongs nnder your honored pro- 

Thougb much inflebled to your goodness, I do not approach yon. my Lords 



my illnstdous countrymen ; and lo tell tbe ^orld that I glory in the title. T 
como to congratulate my Conhtry that tbe blood of her ancient heroes sUll 
runa nncontamlnated ; an^ that Ihim your courage, knowledge, and pnbiio 
spirit, flhe may expect protection, wealth, and liberty. In the last plaeo. 1 come 
to profl^r my -warmeBt wishes to tbe greU Fountain of honor, the Moaarcb 

When TongoftaUt to waten the Echoes, In the ancieut and &yaritflainuse- 
ment of your KirefatherB, may Pleasure ever be of your party ; and may eooiat 
Joy await your return I When harassed hi courts or camps nith tbe joatllngs 
ofbad men and bad measurcB, may the honest oonscioosiiiss of Injured north 

smiling nelcomo, meet you at your gatesl May Corruption shrlat al your 

kindling, indignant glance 1 and may Tyranny In the Bulcr, and Llcentioua- 

ness In the People, equally Hud you an Inexorable foe! 

I have tho honor to be, 

With tbe sincerest gratitude, and h^hoBt respect^ 

My Lords and Gentlemen, 

Tour most devoted, humble Servant, 

KOBEKT BURNS. 
Edinburgh, Aprii 4, ITST. 
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POEMS, 

OniEFLY SCOTTISH. 



THE TWA DOGS, 



'TwAs iQ that place o" SootlaDd'a isle, 
That hoara the name o' Aald King Coil, 
Upon a honnie day ia June, 
"When wearing thro' the afternoon, 
Twa dogs that were na thrang at hame," 
Forgather'd' anoe upon a time. 

The first Til name, they oa'd him Cmwe, 
Was keepit for his honor's pleasare ; 
His hair, hia size, his month, hia Inga,' 
Show'd he was nana o' Scotland's dogs, 
But whftlpif some place far abroad, 
Where sailors gai^ to fish for cod. 

His looted, letter'd, hraw* brass collar, 
Show'd Mm the gentleman and scholar ; 
But thongh he was o' high degree, 
The fient' a pride nae pndo had he; 
But wad hae° spent an honr caresain', 
Ey'n wi' a tinkler-gipsy's messin' ;' 
At kirk or market, mill or sraiddie," 
Nae tawted" tjke," tho' e'er sae dnddie," 
But he wad stan't," as glad to see him, 
And stroan't" on stanes and hillocks" wi' him. 

The tither" was a ploughman's collie," 
A rhyming, ranting, roaring hillie," 

1 OC— ' Had nothing to do at bome.— = Met—' Ears.—' Wbelpei— 
Largo, handsome.—' Fiend, davtl.— ' Would bave.— • A smslL dog.— 
Smtthi-. trr Binitli'ii wortaioD.— n Hating the liair matted togetber.— 
■> To pisa— 1» Blones and little 
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Wha for hU friend an' comrade had him, 
And in his freaks had Luafh ca'd him, 
After some dog in Highland sang,' 
Was made lacg syne' — Lord knows how lang. 

He was a gash' and faithful tjlte, 
As ever lap' a sheugh' or dyke. 
His honest, sonsie,' baws'nt' face, 
Ay gat Mm friends in ilka' place. 
His breast was white, his tonzie' back 
"Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black ; 
ffis gawoie" tail, wi' upward onrl, 
Hung o'er his hurdiea'' wi' a swirl." 

Nae donbt hut they were fain o' ither," 
An' unco pack and thick" thegither ; 
Wi' social noso whyles" snnff't and snowkit," 
Whylea" mice and mondieworts" they howkit;" 
Whylea sconr'd awa in lan^ excnrsion, 
An' worried ither in diversion; 
Until wi' dafBn'*' weary grown, 
TTpon a. knowe" they sat them down, 
And there began a lang digression 
About the Lordt o' the Creation. 



Fve aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
What sort o' life poor dogs like you have; 
An' when the gentry's life I saw, 
What way poor bodies Jiv'd ava." 

Our hdrd gets in his racked rents. 
His coals, his kain,™ and a' his stents r" 
He rises when he likes himsel; 
His flunkies" answer at the bell : 
He ca's* his coaeh, he ca's his horse ; 
He draws a honnie silken purse 
As lane 's my tail, where, thro' the ateeks," 
The yellow-letter'd Geordie keeks." 
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MSCELLANEOUS. 

Frao morn to e'en it's nonght but toiling, 
At bttking, roasting, frying, boiling; 
An' tho' the gentry first are stecliin',' 
Yet er'n the ha' folk' fill their peohan' 
Wi' sauM, ragouts, and sic like thrastrie. 
That's UtUe ^ort o' downright wastrie. 
Our whipper-io, wee' blastit* wonner,' 
Poor wortliless el^ it eats a dinner, 
Better than onio tenant man 
His houor has in a' the Ian' : 
, An' what poor cot-folk pit' their p^nch' i 
1 own it 's past my a 



Trowth, Oiesar, ■whyles they 're fasht' eneugh, 
A cotter howkin" in a shengh," 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin'" a dyke, 
Baring a quarry, and sic hke. 
Himself, a wife, ]ie thus sustains, 
A smytrie" o' wee daddie weans," 
An' nonght bat his ban' darg," to keep 
Theni right and tight in thaek an' rape." 

An' when they meet wi' sair disasters, 
Like loss o' health or want o' masters, 
Te maist wad think a wee touch langer. 
An' they maun" starve o' oauld and hunger. 
But how it comes 1 never kenn'd yet, 
They "re malstly wonderfa' contented ; 
And buirdly chiela," and clever hlzzies," 
Are bred in'sic a way as this is. 



But then to see how ye 're negleckit. 
How huffd, and cuffd, and diarespeckit! 
L — d, man, our gentry care but little 
For delvers, ditchers, and sic cattle; 
They gang as saucy by poor folk, 
As I wad by a stinking brock." 

> Cramming.— 5 HnU-fblk, servants.—' Stomach.— < LllUe.— ' Blaeled.— 
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I've noticed, on our lord's court-day, 
And monie a time my heart's teen wae, 
Poor tenant bodies, scant o' cash, 
How they mann thole' a factor's snash;' 
He '11 stamp an' threaten, curse an' swear, 
He 11 apprehend them, poind' their gear; 
While the^ mann stan', wi' aspect humble, 
Au' hear tt a", an' fear an' tremble ! 

I see how folk live that hae riches; 
Bnt surely poor folk mann bo wretches ! 



They 're nae sae wretched 's ane wad think ; 
Tho' oonstanfJy oa poortith's' brink; 
They 're sae accnstom'd wi' the sight, 
The view o't pes them little fright. 

Then chance aa' fortune are sae gaided, 
They 're ay in less or mair provided ; 
An' tho' fatigued wi' close employment, 
A blink o' rest's a sweet enjoyment, 

Tho dearest comfort o' their liveSj 
Their grnshie* weans' an' faithfa' wives; 
The prattling things are just their pride. 
That sweetens a' their fireside. 

An' whylea twalpennie- worth o' nappie' 
Can make the bodies nnoo' happy ; 
They lay aside their private cares. 
To mind the kirk and state affwrs ; 
They '11 talk o' patronage and priests, 
Wi' kindling fury in their breasts. 
Or teE what new taxation 's comin'. 
An' ferlie' at the folk in Lon'on. 

As bleak-faced Hallowmas returns, 
They get the jovial, rantin' kima,"' 
When rural ^fe o' every station, 
Unite in common recreation; 
Love blinks, wit slaps, and social mirth, 
Forgets there 's core npo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 
They bar the door on frosty winds ; 



r„-.dh.Google 



MISCKLLANBOUS. 

The nappie reeks wi' mantiing ream,' 
And shM3 a heart-iBspiring steam ; 
The luntin." pipe, and sneeshio' inill,' 
Are handed round wi' right gnid ■wfll ; 
The cantie' auld folks cracking cronse,' 
The joung aces ranting thro' the house — 
My heart has been sae fain' to see them, 
That I for joy hae barkit' wi' them. 

Still it 's owre' true that je hae said, 
Sic game is now owre aften play'd. 
There's monie a creditable stock 
O' decent, honest, fuwaont' folk, 
Are riven out baith root and branch. 



In favor wi' some gentle master, 
Wha, aiUins," thrang a-parliamentiu', 
For Britain's gaiA". Ma sanl indentin'" — 

Haitb," lad, ye little ken about it ; 
Ibr Britain's gv4d ! guid faith I donbt it : 
Say rather, gaan'* as Premiers lead him, 
An' saying aye or no 's they bid him : 
At operas an' plays parading. 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading ; 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft," 
To Hagne or Calais takes a waft. 
To make a tour, ajid tak a whir], 
To learn hon ton, an' see the worl'. 

There at Vienna or Versailloa, 
He rires" his father's aold entails ; 
Or by Madrid he takes the roat, 
To thmm guitars, an' fecht" wi' nowt;'* 
Or down Italian vista starilea, 
"Wh-re-hnnting among groves o' myrtles : 
Tlien bouses dramly* German water. 
To mak himsel look fair and fatter, 

' To team, ot ftoUi.— ' Smoking.—' Snnff-boi.— • CteerfnL— ' Oonveiiail J 
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An' dear the conseqaenUal sorrowa, 
Love-^ftg of carnival signoras. 
For £ritain'f guid ! for her deatrnction 1 
Wi' disaipation, fend, an' fecUon. 

Heoh' maul dear sirs! is that the gate* 
They waste sae monio a braw^ estate! 
Are we sae fonghtea' an' harass'd 
For gear to gang tliat gate at last 1 

0, would they stay aback frae courts, 
An' please themselves wi' countra' sports, 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better, 
The laird, the tenant, an' the cotterl' 
For thae' frank, rantin', ramblin' billies,' 
Fient haet' o' them 'a ill-hearted fellows : 
Except for breakiu' o' their timmer," 
Or speakin' lightly o' their limmer," 
Or shootin' o' a hare or moor-cook, 
The ne'er a bit they 're ill to poor folk. 

But will you tell me, master Oteaar, 
Sure great folk's Ufe 'a a life o' pleasure! 
Nae cauld or hunger e'er can steer them. 
The very thought o't need na fear tJiem. 

L — d, man, were ye but wbyles" whare I a 
The Reutles ye wad ne'er envy 'em. 

It & true they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's oauld, or simmer's heat ; 
They 've nae sair wark to craze their banes, 
An' fill aiild age wi' gripes an' granea : 
But human bodies are aic fools. 
For a' their colleges and schools. 
That when nae real ills perplex them. 
They make enow therasels to ves them ; 
An' ay Jho less they hae to start" them. 
In like proportion less will hurt them. 
A country fellow at the pfengh. 
His acre's till'd, he 'a right eneugh; 
A conntry-^ri at her wheel, 
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Her dizzen 's' done, she 'a anco weel ;' 
But gentlemen, an' ladies warst, 
Wi' ev'ndown want o' wark are curst ; 
They loiter, lounging, lank, an' lazy; 
Tho' deil haet' ails tbem, yet uneasy ; 
Their days insipid, duU, an' tasteless ; 
Their nights nnqniet, lang, an' restless ; 
An' e'en their sports, their balls, an' races, 
Their galloping tliro' public places ; 
There 's sic' parade, sie pomp an' art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 
The men cast out in party matches, 
Then souther* a' in deep debauches ; 
Ae° night they 're mad wi' drink an' wh-ring, 
Kiest' day their life is past enduring. 
The la^es arm-in-arm in claaters. 
As great and gracions a' as sisters; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ither. 
They 're a' run deils" an' jades thither, 
Whyles o'er the wee bit cup an' platie,' 
They sip the scandal potion pretty ; 
Or lee-lang'" nights, wi' crabbit lenka. 
Pore owre the devil's pictur'd beuks ;" 
Stake on a chance a fermer's stack-yard. 
An' cheat like onie nnhang'd hlackgaard. 

There 's some exception, man an' woman; 
But this is gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was ont o' ^ght, 
An' darker gloaming^ brought the night ; 
The hum-clock" humm'd wi' lazy drone ; 
The kyo" stood rontin' i' the loan;" 
When up they gat, and shook their lugs," 
Eejoieed they were na men hat dogi; 
An' each took aff his several way. 
Resolved to meet some ither day. 

A aoioD,— ' Tery h^py.— ' The flenee of anj tbiog.— ' anch.- 
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BDESS a POEMS. 



TAM 0' SHANTES. 



■When chapman billies' leare the street, 
And drontliy neebora neebora meet, 
As markeMays are wearing lat«, 
An' folk be^n to tak the gate;' 
Willie we sit boasing at the nappy, 
An' getting fon and unco happy, 
We tnink na on the lang Scots miles, 
The mosses, wafers, slaps,' and styles, 
That lie between ns and our hame, 
Whare sits onr sulky, sullen dame, 
Gathering her brows like gath'ring storm, 
Nursing her wrath to keep it warm. 

This truth fand' honest Tarn o' Shanter, 
As he, frae Ayr, ae° night did canter, 
(AuM Ayr, wham ne'er a town surpasses. 
For honest men and bonnie lasses.) 

O Tam I hadst thon bnt been sae wise, 
Aa taen thy ain wife Kate's advice ! 
She tanld Uiee wee! thou was a skellnm,' 
A hleth'ring, blust'ring, drunken blellum ;' 
That frae November till October, 
Ae market-day thon was na sober, 
That ilka' melder,' wi' the miller, 
Thon sat as lang as thou had siller ; 
That every nwg was ca'd a shoe on. 
The smitJi and thee gat roaring fon'° on ; 
That at the L — d'a honse, ev'n on Sunday, 
Tbou drank wi' Kirton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesied, that, late or soon, 
Thou wonld be found deep drown'd in Doon ; 
Or oatoh'd wi' wariocka" in tlie mirk," 
By Alloway's auld haunted kirk. 

Hurksm, or pefldleii— ' To go their way.—' Qatts.— ' Fonod.— ' Ooa— 
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KIBCELLANEODS. 93 

All, gentle damest it gara me greet,* 
To think how monie counsels sweet, 
How iiionie lecgthen'd sage advices. 
The hnahaad frae the wife despises ! 

Bnt to our tale ; Ae' mai-ket night, 
Tarn had got planted unco right. 
Fast by aa ingle,' bleezing finely, 
Wi' reaming awata,' fiat drank dirinoly ; 
And at his elbow sonter* Johnny, 
His ancient, trusty, dronthy crony ; 
Tam lo'ed him like a vera brither ; 
They had been fon for weeks thegither. 
The night drave on wi' sanga and clatter ; 
And ay the ale waa growing bett^: 
The landlady and Tam grew gracious, 
Wi' fiivors secret, sweet, and precions ; 
The sonter tanld his queerest stories; 
The landlord's langh was ready ohoms ; 
The storm withoat might rair' and msile, 
Tam did na mind the storm a whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sae happy. 
E'en drown'd himself amang the nappy; 
As bees flee hame wi' lades' o' treasm-e, 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure ; 
Kings may be blest, but Tam was glorious. 
O'er a' the ills o' life victorious. 

Bat pleasures are like poppies spread. 
Yon seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed ; 
Or like the snow-falls in the river, 
A moment white — then melts forever; 
Or like the borealis race, 
That flit ere you can point their place; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form, 
Evanishing amid the storm — 
Nae man can tether time or tide ; 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride ; 
That hour o night's black arch the key-stane. 
That dreary hour he mounts his beast in ; 
And sio a night he takes the road in, 
As ne'er poor sinner was abroad in. 

* ISikes ma weep.—" One.—' BTieplwie.— * FroUilng sle,— • A shoemakar. 
' fioar.— ' Loads. 
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The wind blew aa 'twad blawa its last ; 
The rattUog showers rose on the blast ; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd; 
Loud, deep, and lang, the thunder bellow'd; 
That night a child might nnderatand, 
The Defl had business on his hand. 

Wee! mounted on his gray mare, Meg, 
(A better never lifted leg,) 
Tain skelpit' on thro' dnb and mire. 
Despising wind, and nun, and fire; 
Whjles" holding Ciat his gnid blue bonnet; 
Whyles crooning* o'er some auld Scots sonnet; 
"Whyles glow'rir^ round wi' prudent cares. 
Lest bogles' catch him unawares ; 
Kirk-Alloway was drawing nigh, 
"Where ghdsts and honlets" nightly cry. — 

By this time he was cross tie ford, 
Whare in the anaw the chapman' smoor'd ;' 
And past the birks" and meikle atane," 
Whare drunken Charlie brak 's neck bane ; 
And thro' the whins," and by the cairn," 
Whare hunters fand" the murder'd bairn ; 
And near the thorn, aboon" the well, 
Whare Mnngo's mither hang'd hersel. — 
Before him Doon pours all his floods ; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods; 
The lightnings flash from pole to pole ; 
Near and more near the thnndera roll ; 
When glimmering thro' the groaning trees,- 
Kirk-AUoway seem'd in a bleeze ; 
Thro' ilka" bore" the beams were glancing; 
And lond resounded mirth and dancing. — 

Inspiring bold John Barieyeorn ! 
What dangers thou eanst make us scorn I 
Wi' tippenny," we fear nae evil ; 
Wi' uaquabae," we'll face the Desill — 
The swats sae ream'd" in Tammie's noddle. 
Fair play, he cared na Deils a bodle.* 
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MISCELLANEOUS. ! 

Bat Mag^e atood right sair asfonish'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand admonisli'd, 
She Tentnred forward on the light; 
And, vow I Tam saw an unco' sight; 
Warioda" and witches in a danee ; 
ITae cotillon brent new' frae France, 
But hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reels, 
Pnt life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-hnoker* in the east, 
There sat anld Nick, in shape o' beast; 
A towzie tyke,' black, grim, and large, 
To gie them music was his cliarge ; 
He screw'd the pipes and gart" them skirl,' 
Till roof an' rafters a' 6id diri.«— 
OofBna stood ronnd like open presses, 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dresses ; 
And by some devilish cantrip' slight. 
Each in its cauld hand held a light, — 
By which, heroic Tam was al)le 
To note npon the haly" table, 
A murderer's banes in gibbet aims ;" 
Twa span-lang, wee," imchristen'd bairns ; 
A thief, new cutted fra a rape," 
Wi' bis last gasp his gab" did gape ; 
Five tomahawks, wi' blnid red rnsted ; 
Five scymitara, wi' murder crusted; 
A garter, which a, babe had strangled; 
A knife a Other's throat had mangled, 
Wlom his ain son o' life bereft. 
The gray hairs yet stack to the heft ; 
Three lawyers' tongnes tnm'd inside out, 
TPi' lies seam'd like a beggar's ciont, 
And priests' hearts, rotten, black as mock, 
Lay stinking, vile, in every ueuk; 
Wi' mdr o' horrilile and awfn'. 
Which, ev'n to name wad be unlawfa'. 

As Tammie ^ower'd," amazed and curious. 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furions ; 
The piper loud and louder blew ; 
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The dancers quick and quicker flew ; 

Ttey reel'd, they set, they orosa'd, liej cleekit,' 

TBI ilka carUn swat and reekit,' 

And cooat her duddies' to the wark, 

And linkef at it in her sark.' 

Now Tarn, Tarn 1 had they been queans, 
A' plniap and strapping in their teens ; 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen,' 
Been snaw-white seventeen-hnnder linen ;' 
Thir* breeks o' mine, my only pair, 
That ance were plush, o' guid bine hair, 
1 wad hae p'en them affray hnrdies,' 
For ae bUnk o' the bonnie bnrdies!" 

But wither'd beldams, auld and droll, 
Eigwoodie hags" wad spean a'" foal, 
Lowping" an' flinging on a cminmock," 
I wonder did na turn thy stomach. 

But Tarn kenn'd what was what fn' brawlie," 
There waa ae wiusome" wench and walie," 
That night inlisted in the core, 
(Lang iSter kenn'd" on Carrick shore I 
For raonie a beast to dead she shot, 
And perish'd monie a bonnie boat. 
And shook bdth meikle corn and bear," 
And kept the eonntry-side in fear,) 
Her entty-sark" o' Paisley harn," 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and she was Tanntie." 
Ah 1 little kenn'd" thy reverend grannie, 
That sark she noft" for her wee Kannie, 
Wi' twa pnnd Scots" ('twas a' her riches), 
Wad ever graced a dance o' witches I 

Bnt here my Muse her wing maun cower j 
Sio flights are far beyond her power ; 
To sing how Hannie lap" and flang, 
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MISCELLAKEOna. 

(A sonple jad she was and Strang,) 
And how Tarn stood, like ane bewitch'd, 
And thought his very een enrioh'd ; 
Et*!! Satan glower'd,' and fldged fu' fdn,' 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main : 
Till first ae caper, syne' anither, 
Tain tint* iiis reason a' thegitlier, 
And roars out, Weel done, Outty-iorh !'' 
And in an instant a' was dii,rk ; 
And scarcely had he Wagffle rallied, 
"'hen out ^e hellish legion Ballied, 
* % bees hia, ont wi' angry fyke,' 
~u..a planderjng herds asisail their hyke ;' 
ji_, open pusaie'a" mortal foes, 
Wlie^popl she starts before their nose; 
Aa eager rnna the market-crowd, 
When Gatoh the thief! resoands aloud ; 
So Maggie rnns, the witches follow, 
Wi' monie an eldritch' skreeoh and hoEow. 

Ah, Tarn I ah. Tarn 1 thou 'U get thy fairiii' !' 
In hell they '11 roast thee like a herrin' I 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin' ! 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman I 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the kcy-ataae" of the brig : 
There at them thou thy tail may toes, 
A mnning stream they dare na cross. 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The fient a tml she had to shake ; 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard npon noble Ma^ie prest, 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle ;" 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle — 
Ae spring brought aff her master hale, 

1 Looked on with nptare,- 
» Tt™.— < Losi— • Bhort eh 
— • Frighlfal, ghBatlj.— '» Q 
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But left behind her ain gray tail ; 
The carlJn daaght' her by the ramp, 
AJid left poor Maggie scarce a stump, 

ITow, wha tbia tale o' truth shaE read, 
nk' man and mother's son take heed : 
"Whene'er to drink yon are inclined, 
Or cntty-sarks run in yonr mind, 
Think, ye may buy the joys o'er dear, 
Eemember Tarn o' Shanter's mare.' 

1 Laid hold d£— ' Every, 
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irtheyfllage of Kirkoswald, where Burns, when nineteen years old, 
studied mensuration, anil " first became acquainted with fieenes ot swagger- 
ing riot" The tben occopiar of Shanter, by name " Douglas Giahame," was, 
by all aoeonntfl, eqnally what the Tom of the poet appears— a jolly, earelass 



ind to his dying flay, he, nothing loath, passed among his rural compeers by 
ie name of " Tarn O'Slianter."— ZocMurfa lAfe qfSams. 

Thla admirable lala was written for Grose^ "AnUquilies of acotJand.' 
.there it Brst appeu^ with a beautiful engraving of " Allowiy'e anldbaaiitad 
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DEATH AND DR. HORNBOOK 



allowed to thfit useful class or meiif ha^ set ap a shop of grocery goods, 
Bsrlng nosfdentellr tallen laiiitb BOmo medlcsl books, and becume most 
hobbj-horslcsUy atWohed to the BtndJ of raeiilclne, ia hsd willed the sale of 
sfewmedloincs toidslittlB iMde. He bad got b Bhup-bill printed, at tbe 
bottom of whlcb, overlooking lie own inopBoltj, ha had adrertlsad, that 
'Aflvtce would be given lo coaunon aisortiers at the (hop gratis.' "—ioiiE- 
iarfa Ltfi ofStimt.] 

SoMB tooka are lies frae end to end, 
And some great lies were never penn'd ; 
Et'h miaistera, they hae been kenn'd, 

In holy rapture, 
A rousing whid,' at times, to vend. 

And nai! 't wi' Scripture. 
But this that I am gann to tell. 
Which lately on a night hefeL 
Is just as true's the deil's inliell, 

Or Dublin city: 
That e'er he nearer comes oursel 

'b a muokle pity. 

The olachan yill' had made me canty,' 

I was na fou,' but just had plenty ; 

I Btaoher'd' whyles, but yet took tent? ay 

To free the ditches ; 
Aa.' hillocks, stanes, and bashes fcenn'd ay 

Frae ghaists' and witches. 

The rising moon began to glower* 
The distant Onranock hills out-owre; 
To count her horns wi' a' my power, 

I set mysel ; 
But whether she had three or four, 

I con'd na teU. 



■' Staggeted.— ° Took beed. 
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I ■was come round about the hill, 
And todlJE" down on "Willie's mill, 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill, 

To keep me sicker ;' 
Tho' leeward whyles, against my will, 

1 took a bicker.' 
I there wi' something did forgather' 
That pnt me in an eerie switker;* 
An awfii' scythe outowre ae shonther, 

Clear, dangling hang ; 
A three-taed leistei* on the ither 

Lay, large an' lang. 
Its stature seem'd lang Scotch ells twa, 
The queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For flent a wame' it had flva 1' 

And then, its shanks, 
They were aa thin, as sharp, an' sraa' 

As cheeka o' branks !* 



"When, ither ioik are hnsy si 

It seem'd to mak a kind o' stan'. 

But naething apak ; 
At length, says I, " Friend, whare ye gaun, 

"Will ye go hack i" 
It spak right howe" — " My name is Death, 
But be na fley'd.""'— Quotk I, " Gnid faitb I 
Te 're maybe come to stap my breath ; 

But tent lae, billie ;" 
I red" ye weel, tak care o' acaith," 

See there's a gully!"" 
"Gndeman," quo' he, "pnt up your whittle, 
I 'm no design d to try its metal ; 
Bnt if I did, I wad be kittle" 

To be mislear'd ;'* 



I of yoica.— ■" Frightened.—: 
M.— "InjUTf.— '•Alargeki 
it vonld be do easy matter t 
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MiscELLANEOne. 

I vrad na mind it, no that spittle 

Out-owre mj beard." 
"Weel, weel!" says I, "a bargain ba't; 
Oome, gie 's your hand, an' sae we 're gree't ;' 
We '11 ease our shanks an' tak a seat, 

Oome, gie 'a jonr news ; 
This while' ye ha* been monie a gate,' 

Atmonie a honse." 
"Ay, ay!" qno' he, an' shook hia head, 
" It 'a e en a lang, lang time indeed, 
Sin' I began to iiiek the thread. 

An' choke the breath ; 
Folk maun do something for their bread, 

An' sao maan Death. 



To stap or 808111* me; 
Till ane Hornbook 's° taeu up the trade, 

An' faith, he '11 waur' me. 
" Ye ken Jock Hornbook i' the olaohaji,' 
Deil mak his king's-hood° in a Bpleuchiin.l'' 
He's grown sae weel acquaint wi' Buohau" 

An' ither chaps. 
The weans" hand oat their fingers langhin'. 

An' pouk my hips. 
" See here 's a scythe, and there 's a dart. 
They liae pierced monie a gallant heart; 
Bnt Doctor Hornbook, wi' his art 

And cursed skill. 
Has made thera baith no worth a f— t, 

Damn'd haet'' they '11 kill 1 

raging In that part 
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02 BU»KS S POEMS. 

" 'Twas but yestreen,' nae farther gane, 

I threw a noble throw at ane ; 

Wi' less I 'm sure I 've hundreds slain ; 

But Deil-ma-care,' 
It jnst play'd dirP on the hane, 

Bnt did nao mair. 
" Hornhook was by, wi' ready art, 
And had sae fortified the part, 
That when I looked to my dart. 

It was sae blnnf, 
Fient haet' o 't wad hae pierced the heart 

Of a kail-mrt.' 
"I drew mj scythe in sic a fury, 
I near had cowpit" wi' my hurry, 
Bat yet the hanld apothecary 

Withstood the shock; 
I might as well hae tried a quarry 

O' hard whin' rock. 
"Ev'n them he canna get attended," 
Altho' their face he ne'er had kenn'd it, 
Jnat in a kail-blade and send it, 

As soon 'a he smells 't, 
Baith their disease, and what will mend it, 

At once he tells 't. 
"And then a' doctor's saws an' whittles,' 
Of a' dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 
A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, an' bottles, 

He 's snre to hae ; 
Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As ABO. 
"Oalces o' fossils, earth, and trees; 

The farina of beans and pease, 

He has 't in plenty ; 
' TfatoDiglit.— 



sight dF \vhlch h& pretends 
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MISOELLAHBOUS. 



'Torbye' aome i 

Urinns apiritua of capons ; 

Or jnite-hom shavings, filings, 

'Di&tiU.'iper se; 
Sal-alkali o' niidge-bul clippings, 

And monie mac.'" 
"Waes me for Jolinny Ged's Hole' now," 
Qao' I, " if that the news be tme ! 
His hraw calf-ward,' where gowans grew' 

Sae white and bonnie, 
Fae donbt they '11 rive it wi' the pleugh ; 

They '11 ruin Johnny 1" 
The creature grain'd an eldritch langh,' 
And says, " Ye need na yoto the plengh, 
Kivk-jards will soon be till'd eneugh. 

Tak ye nae fear : 
They 'D a' he trench'd wi' monie a sheugh,' 

In twa-three year, 
" Whare I kill'd ane a fair strae death,' 
By loss o' blood or want o' breath, 
This night I 'm free to tak my aith. 

That Hornbook's skill 
Has clad a score i' their last claith,' 

By drap an' pill. 
"An honest wabster^ to his trade, 
Whase wife's twa cieves" were scarce weel bred, 
Gat tippenoe- worth to mend her head, 

Wienitwaasair; 
The wife slade cannie" to her bed, 

Bnt ne'er spak mair, 
" A conntra laird had taen the batts," 
Or some Dnrmnrring"* in his guts ; 

' BeSaos.— = More. — ' A name given to Uie grave-digger,—' Ad inclosure 
Ibrcalres; tbe term Is hera nacil in Bllnaon to tiieohureb-ysni.— ' DdsieB. — 
• GrOBned n IHgllfnl langli.— ' Ditch, or trench; t. A will be flDed irilh 
gratss.— 8 To die In bed, in s nstnrsl W117.— ' Siitond.— '» A weBver — 
" Etals.— " Slide janUj, or deiteroBsly.— ■ ' Bota— " Murmuring, « sllgbl 
nunbling uelBa. 
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14 BUBNSS POIMS. 

His only son for Hornboot sola, 

An' pays him well : 
The lad, for twa guid gimmer pets,' 

Was liurd himsel. 
"A bonnie lass, ye kenn'd her name, 
Some iU-brewn drink had hoved her wame,' 
She trusts hersel, to hide the shame, 

In Hornbook's tare ; 
Horn sent her aff tfl her lang hame, 

To hide it there. 
" That 'a just a swat«b' o' Hornbook's way ; 
Thus goes he on from day to day, 
Thus does he poison, kill, an' slay, 

An'aweel paid for 't; 
Yet stops me o' my lawfu' prey, 

Wi' his d-ma'd dirt:' 
" But, hark ! I '11 tell you of a plot, 
Tho' dinna ye he spef^ing o't; 
111 nail the self-conceited sot. 

As dead 'a a berria' ; 
Niest^ time we meet, I '11 wad a groat. 

He gets bis fairin'!" 
But just as he began to tell. 
The anld kirk-hammer strak the bell 
Some wee short bom' ayont the twal^ 

"Which raised us baith : 
1 took the way that pleased mysel. 

And sae did Death.' 



J WM the tiflo of -rlflicule, on the puhlicaHon of this | 
n, allu Dr. Hornbook, wm not only conipcllea tn Shi 
Ksrj, or dmggiBt rather, bnt to Bbsniion his sctool al 
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UISCBLLAKEOUS. 



THE GOITER'S SATUEDAY SIGHT. 



Mt loved, my honor'd, much respected friend! 

No meroenai^ bard hie homage pays ; 
With honest pride I acorn each selfish end, 

My dearest meed, a Mend's esteem and praise : 
To yon I sing in simple Scottish lays, 

The lowly train in Ufe'a soquester'd scene; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless ways; 

What Aiken in a cottage would have been ; 
Ah I tho' hia worth nnknown, far happier there, I ween, 

November chill blaws lond wi' angry sngh ;' 



The blackening trwns o craws to tieir repose; 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labor goes. 

This nightiis weekly moil is at an end. 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his noes, 

Hoping the moru in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the moor, his course does hameward 

At length his lonely cot appears in view, 

Beneath the shelter of an aged tree ; 
Th' expectant wee-things,' todhn,' staoher* thro'. 

To meet their dad wi' flichteria* noise and glee. 
His wee bit ingle' blinkin' bonniUe, 

His clean hearth-stone, his thriflje wifie's smile, 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee. 

Does a' his weary, oarking cares beguile, 
An' makes him qnito forget his labor and his toil. 
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Belyve' the elder bairns come drappin' in, 

At service out, amang the farniera ronn' ; 
Some ea' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie' ria 

A oannie errand to a neebor town ; 
TJieir eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown, 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e. 
Cornea hame, perhaps, to show a braw new gown, 

Or deposite her sdr-won ponnj-fee. 
To help her parents dear, if they in hardship be, 

Wi' joy unfeign'd brothers and sisters meet. 

An' each for other's weelfare kindly spiers:' 
The social hours, swift-wiog'd, unnoticed fleet; 

Each tells the uncos' that he sees or hears : 
The parents, partial, eye their hopefnl years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view. 
The mother, wi' her needle an' hei shears, 

Gars' auld claes look amaist* as weel 's the new ; 
The father mixes a' wi' admonition due. 

Their masters' and their mistresses' command, 
. The yonnkera a' are warned to obey; 
An' mind tlieir labors wi' aa eydent' hand, 

An' ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk' or play ; 
An' oh I be sure to fear the Lord alwayl 

An' mind your duii/, duly, morn an' night! 
Lest in temptation's path ye gang* astray. 
Implore his connsel and assisting might : 
They never sought in vain that sought the Lord aright ! 

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door ; 

Jenny, wha kens the meaning o' the same. 
Tells how a neebor lad cam o'er the moor. 

To do some errands, and convoy her hame. 
The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

SparMe in. Jenny's e'e, and flush her eheefc ; 
Wi' heart-struck ansioas care, inquires his name. 

While Jenny hafBins" is afraid to apeak ; 
Weel pleased the mother hears, it's nae wild, worthless 

' By and by.—' Carefally.— 
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Wi' kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ;' 

A strappan youth; he taka the mother's eye; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit 'b no ill U'en ; 

The father ctacka of horses, pleughs, and kye ; 
The youngster's artless heart o'erflows wi' joy, 

But blate' and laithfu',' Bearce ean weel behave ; 
The mother, wi' a woman's wCes, can spy 

"What makes the yoEth sae baahfu' and sae grave ; 
Weel pleased to think her bairn' 's respected like the lave.' 

happy love 1 where love like this is found ! 
neart;-felt raptarea 1 bliss beyond compare ! 

1 've pa*ed mach this weary mortal ronnd, 

And sage esperience bids me this declare^ 
If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spare 

One cordia! in this melan(iholy vale, 
'Tis when a yonthfol, loving, modest pair, 

In other's arms breathe out the tender tale, 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the evening gale. 
Is there in human form that bears a heart — 

A wretch I a villain ! lost to love and truth I 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art, 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsnspecting youtJi ? 
Curse on his perjured artsl dissembling smoothi 

Are honor, virtue, consoienoe, all exiled? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth,' 

Points to the parents fondling o'er their child? 
Then paints the ruin'd maid, and their distraction wild 1 

But now the supper crowns their simple board I 

The halesome parritch,' chief o' Sootia's food : 
The soup their only hawkie' does afford. 

That 'yont* the hallan'" snugly chows her cud ; 
The dame brings forth, in coraplimental mood. 

To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbnok" fell,'" 
An' aft he 's press'd, an' aft he ca's it good ; 

The frugal wiiie, gai'rulons will tell. 
How 'twas a towmond auld," sin' lint was i' the bell." 



wall in s cottage, or a seat of tgrf at lie outside.— " Well-aaTsd or 
opt ohseso.— " WeU-SBYored, of good rellBh.— ' • A twolTsmonth old,— 
u flu naa in Ibe flaner. 



r„-.dh.G00gle 



The cheerfa' supper done, wi' seriovis face, 

They, roand the ingle,' form a, circle wide ; 
The sire turna o'er, wi' patriarchal grace, 

The big Ha'-Bible,' ance his father's pride : 
His bonnet rev'rently ia laid aside. 

His lyart' haffets' wearin' thin and bare ; 
Those Etrains that once did sweet in Zion glide, 

He wales' a portion with judicious care; 
And " Let -m worship God /" he saja with solemn air. 

Thev chant their artless notes in simple gaise ; 

They tune their hearts, by far the noblest dm ; 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measures rise. 

Or pldntive Martyrs, worthy o' the name : 
Or noble Elgin' beeta' the heavenward flaiae, 

The sweetest far o! Scotia's holy lays ; 
Compared with these, Italian trills are tame; 

The tickled ears no heartfelt raptures raise; 
Nae unison hae they with onr Creator's praise. 

The prieat-like fiither reads the sacred page, 

How Abraham was the friend of God on high ; 
Or, Moaes bade eternal warfare wage 

With Araalet's nngracioua progeny; 
Or, how the royal bard did groaning lie 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's aven^ng ire; 
Or, Job's pathetic pldnt, and wfdling cry ; 

Or, rapt Isaiah's wild seraphic fire ; 
Or other holy seers that tune the sacred lyre. 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme, 

How gniltiess blood for guilty man was shed ; 
How Se, who bore in heaven the second name, 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head ; 
How his first followers and servants sped ; 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land ; 
How fe, who lone in Patmos banished. 

Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand, 
And heard great Bablon's doom pronounced by Heaven's 
command. 

> Fiieplaca— ' Tho large baH-BiMe.— ' Gray, or of s mixed color.—' Tsm- 
pl(8, side of tie hcBd.— ' Choose 
ofSBcrea meloflles nwd in 



r„-.dh.G00gle 



MISCBLLANSOUS. 100 

Then, kneeling down to heaven's eternal King, 

The saint, iha/ather, and the h'osband praja : 
Hope "springs exulting on triumphant wing,'" 

That MiM they all shall meet in future days ; 
There, ever bask in uncreated raye. 

So more to sigh, or shed the hitter tear, 
Together hymning their Creator's pi-^se. 

In such society, yet still more dear, 
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphere. 
Compared with this, how poor reli^on's pride, 

In aU the pomp of method and of art, 
"When men display to congregations wide, 

Devotions every grace escept the heart/ 
The Fovier, incensed, the pageant wiE deseri:, 

The pompons strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
But haply, in some cottage tar apart. 

May near, well pleased, the language of the sonl; 
And in his iook of l\f& the inmates poor enrol. 
Then homeward all take off their several way ; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest ; 
The parent-pair their teeret Iwmage pay. 

And proffer np ta Heaven the warm request, 
Tliat He who stfils the raven's clamorons nest, 

And docks tie lily fair in flowery pride, 
Would, in the way Ida wisdom sees the best. 

For them and for their little ones provide ; 
Bnt chiefly in their hearts with grace dwine preside. 
From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur springs, 

That makes her loved at home, revered abroad. 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

"An honest man. 's the noblest work of God ;"* 
And cwfes, in fair virtue's heavenly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp f a cumbrous load, 

Disguising oft Vae wretch of human-kind. 
Studied in arta of hell, in wickedness refined 1 
O Scotia I my dear, my native soill 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sentl 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil, 

lie blest with health, and peace, and sweet contenti 

' Popa'a WInasor Forest.—' Pope's 'Eauf <m MuL 
10 
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And, oh I may HeaTen their simple lives prevent 
From luxury's contagion weak and vile ! 

Then, howe'er erowrts and coronets be rent, 
A virtvous populace may rise the while, 
And stand a wall of fire around their mnch-loved Isle. 

Thou! who'ponr'd the patriotic tide 

That stream'tl thro' Vallace'a undaunted heart; 

Who dared to nohly stem tyrannic pride, 
Or nobly die, the second glorious part, 



r, Scotia's reaim d 

But still thapatriot and tliepafriot lard, 

In bright succession rdse, her ornament and guard I 

Tho "Collet's Balorday Nlgbt 1b, perh&ps, ot all Ennui's pieces, Hie one 
irhos« excldsioQ from the coUectiou. were each tbings possible noff-s-dsys, 
irould be the raost InJuHous, If not to the genius, Bt least to tbo cbH&cter, d[ 
:he mm. LoFiIer %hl8 be certabilj bas made, bat in these he remsMod but 
i short wblle on tbe wlDg, and efbrt Is too o&eu perceptible ; hero the inotion 
Is eas7, gentle, piscldly andnlaUng. There is more of tbe conscioos secDrit; 
if power, OnB Id nn; other of his serious pieces of considerable length; Uie 

beart — a atresDi that »jolhcs the ear, and lus no glare on tbe enrlace." — 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



HALLOWEEN.' 



Upon that night, when fairies light 

On Cassilis Downans' dance, 
Or owro the lays, in splendid IJlaze, 

On sprightly coursers prance ; 
Or for Oolean the rout is taen, 

Beneath the moon^a pde heams ; 
There up the Oove,^ to stray an' rove 

Amang the rocks an' streams, 

To sport that night. 
Amang the bonnie winding hants, 

Where Doon rins, wimplin',' clear, 
Where Brnce anee ruled the martial ranks 

And shook the Carrick" spear, 
Some merry, friendly, coantra folks, 

Together did convene, 

' Is UiongM to be i nigbt wLen witelias, doyLlg, anfl otUer mischiof-i 
ig beings, 8re til abraad oo their bauefol, midnight errands ; psrUcu" 
lose seritd people, tbe GUries, are ^id on tbat nigbt to hold a grftsd 

' Oertoin little, mmanUc, rooky, green liiHs, In tbe neigbborhooa ol 
Dclent Best of the earls of Css^llU. 

' i notefl eatern neat Colean-house, called the Cove of Colean ; whlc 
'ell 93 Caasilia DownanB, is famed in counlrj- Btory for being a tovoilte b 
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To bum their nita,' an' p&u' their stocks, 
An.' hand their Sall&memt 

Fu' bljthe that night. 

The lasses feat,' an' cleanly neat, 

Miur braw than when they 're fine ; 
Their feces hlythe, fu' sweetly kjthe,* 

Hearts leal,' an' warm, an' Mn' :' 
The lads sae trig,' wi' wooer-babs,' 

Weel knotted on their garten, 
Some unco blate,° and some wi' gabs," 

Gar lasses' hearts gang startin' 

Whyles feat that night. 

Then first and foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their itoelci''^ maun a' be sought ance; 
They steek tlieir een," an' graip, an' wale," 

For mnokle anes an' straught aaes." 
Poor hav'rel" Will fell aff the drift, 

An' wander'd thro' the Ixm-'kaUy" 
An' pou 't," for want o' better shift, 

A runt" was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't" that night. 

Then stranght or crooke<i, yird" or nane, 

They roar an' C17 a' tlirou'ther ;" 
The vera wee-things," todliu', rin^ 

Wi' stocks out-owrc their shouther; 

> Nnts.— ' Full, or plack— ' Kleo, trim.—' IHaMvet, or show themielves.— 
• Loj-bI, true, faitbllil—' Kind.— ' Sproce.iieat.~s The carter knotttd below 
lie fcuee with 1 conple of laops.— • Very boahfiil.— i" To talk \xiM\j. 

They must fa out, bsad tn hand, w<tb ey« ehnt. and pall tbe first tbej meet 
wltb. lla 'beiag big or little, Blralght oi crooked, is prophetic of tbe size 
and BhB^a of Ibe grand object of nil tbelr epells— the husband or wife. 1( 
any yirtl, or earth, stick lo the tool, that is (ooAer, or fortune ; and tie taste 
ofGie cuniock, that is, tho heart of the atem. Is Indicative of the natural tem- 
per aoA clLaposltion. Lastly, the sCeins, or. to give them ^eir ordinary oppei- 
IMlon, tbo runfs. are placed nomewhete above the bead of the door ; and the 

cording to the priority of piaciog tbe Twid«, tbe names in ^nestion. 

1' Shut tbelr eyes.— '^ Oropoand choose, or pick.—" For large and str^gbt 
ones. — ^^Aha]r-witted,ta1kBtiTepBtsoi]. — i* Cabhagefl.— *' Pulled. — '* Stem 
ofc«bhage,orcoleworL— I" Crooltod.—'" With earth, or dlru— " Pali-mell, 
conftisedly.— " Toonj tbildren.— >s Tottering nm. 
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An' pf the eustock '«° sweet or sour, 

Wi' Jocktclega' they taste them ; 
Sjne coziely,* aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care, they Ve placed them 
To lie that night. 
The lasses staw* frae 'mang them a' 

To pon their stalks o' eorn f 
But Bah slips ont, an' jinks' about, 

Behint the mncklo thorn ; 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast ; 

Load skirled' a' the lasses ; 
But her tap-piokl^ niaist was lost, 

When kiattlin'" i' the fause-liouse" 
Wi' him that night. 



Are there that night decided ; 
Some kindle, couthie,'^ side by side. 

An' bnm thegither trimly; 
Some start awa wi' sanoy pride. 

An' jump ont-owre the ohimlie 

Fn' high that night. 



> Thtj go to the biro-yird and pnll cscb, nt the. 
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Hi BURK3S POEMS. 

But this is Joeh, an' thia is me, 

She Bays in to hersel ; 
He bleez'd owce her an' she owro him, 

As they wad ne'er raair part I 
Till fuff !■ he started ap the lum,' 

An' Jean had e'en a sdr heart 

To see 't that night. 

Poor Willie wi' his low-JcaiWunt,' 

Was 6r!(n.(* wi' primsie" Mallie ; 
An' Mallie, nae doaht took the drnnt,' 

To be compared to Willie ; 
Mali's nit lap' ont wi' pridefa' fling, 

An' her ain fil? it brunt it ; 
While Willie lap an' swoor by jing, 

'Twas just the way he wanted 
To be that night. 

Kell had the fanse-house' in her miu' 

She pits'" hersel an' Eob in ; 
In loving bleoze they sweetly join, 

Till white in ase" thej 're sohbin' ; 
ITell's heart was danciu' at the view. 

She Tvhisper'd Eob to look for 't ; 
Rob, stowlins," pried" her bonnie mon," 

Fa' cozie" in the nenlt" for 't, 

TTnseen that night, 

Bnt Kerran sat behiot their backs, 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell; 
She lea'es them gashia'" at their cracks. 

And slips ont by hersel : 
She thro' the yard the nearest taks, 

An' to the kiln she goea then. 
An' darkling grapit" for the banks," 

And in the Vme-clu^ throws then, 
Eiglit fear't that night. 

' With s pnK or bonncB.— ' The chimney.— ' Cabbsge-Btiilk. — ' Bnmt- 
' Demure.—' Pet, crabbed hnmor.-' Leaped.— * Foot—' Falachonie ; ei 
a foregoing note.—" Puis.—' ' Aebea.- ■ a Byalealth.— i' Tsated, or hteed.- 
" MouUi. or lips.— IS Snnglj.— !• Hook.—" Talking.—" Groped in tl 
dart—" Cross-beams. 

" ■Whoever wonld. with snccesa. try tbis epoll, mqet BtrlcUy obBcryo thoi 
dliecUoBS : ateal oal, all alane, to tbe kUti, and dartUng, tbrov bio Qie P' 
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An' ay ahe wiu't,' an' ay she swat,' 

I wat ahe made nae jankin' ;' 
TiE something held ■within the pat,* 

Gnid L — d L hut she vas qnakin' 1 
But ivhether 'twas the Deil himsel, 

Or whetlier 'twas a haak-en.',' 
Or whether it was Andrew BeU, 

She did na wait on talkin' 

To spier' that night. 
Wee Jenny to her grannie aajB, 

"Will ye go wi' me, grannie? 
I 'U 6at the applS at the gl/Mt, 

I gat frae uncle Johnnie ;" 
She ftafff her pipe wi' sic a Innt, 

In wrath she was sae vap'rin'. 
She noticed, na" an aizle" brunt 

Her braw new woreot" apron 

Ont thro' that night. 
" Te little skelpie limmer's'* face 1 

How danr yon try sio sportin'. 
As seek the fonl Thief ony place, 

For him to spao" your fortune? 
Nae donbt but ye may get a light/ 

Great cause ye hue to fear it ; 
Por monie a aue has gotten a fright, 

An' liYcd an' died deleeret" 
On aic a night. 
" Ae hairst afore" the Sherra-moor," 

I mind 't as weel 's yestreen,'^ 

latLgr epd, aODietbliig will hold ths tbTead ; demand^ W/ta hattda f i.6. Who 

end of a beam.—" To ioqDire. 

' Take fl candle, and go alone lo a looklng^Iasa; eat an apple before It, 
ilhd aome traditions say, jon slioaid comb jont hair &11 the time; tbe fkce 
of jonr roojngal companion to be will ba Been In the gisas, ta if peeping over 

BEnffedonttheamofeti.— 'Acolnnm of smoke.— "Not.— "Ahotdnder,— 
'' WoBlBa.— 'S A. teohnlial tetm in female seoldins.— " To divine, or pro- 
phesy.— "> DelMoQS.—nOneli arrest tcfore.—"' Tbe batUe of Bberltf Moor, 
in the jeu ITIR.— '« I temerabet it as well as Ifit had been bot lealcrda;. 
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.6 BURNS S POEMS. 

I was a ^Ipej^ then, I'm sure 

I was na past fjfteeii: 
The simmer had been caald an' wat, 

An' stuff was unco green ; 
An' ay a rantin' kirn" we gat, 

An' just on Salhwieeik 

It fell that night. 

" Onr atibble-rig' waa Eab M'Graen, 

A clever, Btnrdj fallow ; 
He 'a sin* gat Eppie Sim wi' weaji. 

That lived in Achmacalla ; 
He gat Aem^seed,' I mind it weel. 

An' he made nnoo light o 't ; 
Bnt monie a day was iy Tivnael,' 

He was sae sairly frightct 

That very night." 

Then np gat fechtin' Jamie FleoK, 



That he coold som* hmitp-smd & peek ; 

Por it was a' but nonsense : 
The auld guidman raught'down the pock," 

An' ont a handfu' ^ed him ; 
Syne" bade him slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Some dme when nae ane see'd him, 
An' try 't that night. 

He marches thro' amang the stacks, 
Tlio' he was something sturtin;" 

The graip^' he for a harrovi taks. 
An' haurls at his curpin ;" 
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An' every now an' tlien, lie says, 

" Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
An' her Uiat ia to be my lass, 

Oome after me, and draw thee 

As fast this night," 

He whistled up Lord Lennox mareh, 

To keep his courage cheery : 
Altho' hia hair began to arch, 

He was sae fley'd' an' eerie ;' 
Till presently he hears a squeak, 

An' then a grane" an' grnntle ;* 
He by his shouther gae a keek,' 

An' tumbled wi' a wintle" 

Out-owre that night. 

He roar'd a horrid murder-shout, 

In dreadfu' desperation I 
An' young an' aifld earn rinnin' out, 

An' hear the sad narration : 
He awoor 'twas hilchia' Jean M'Oraw, 

Or crouchie" Merran Humphie, 
Till stop I she trotted thro' them a'; 

An' wha was it but grwmpM^ 

Asteer" that night I 

Ifeg &in wad to the Itwm hae gaon 

To wm" three wechl^ o' naefhing ;^ 
But for to meet the Deil her lane," 

She pat but little faith in: 
She pes the herd a piekle" nits," 

An' twa red cheekit apples, 

■ Scarea, (righted. — ' Aft^d of spIHta.— > Groan. — * Smntliig noiae, — 
'To poep. — ■ Aetagger.— ' Hsltlng. — a Crooked-tUBted. — « A sow.— 
'° Abroai— 11 To winnow to com.— >= An InsUument for winnowing com. 

■B This cbarm moat likewise be^rfotmed unpercQlved, and alone. Ton 
go to Uie barn, and open botb doors, taking them off the hinges If possible ; 
for thero Is dsnger that the b^ng, abont to Appear, may sbnt the doors, and 
do yon same mischief. Then take that instrument Dsed in winnowing the 

attitudeeof letting down oom agaluBt the wind. Kepest it three limea; and 
the third time an apparlHoc will pass thloogh the barn, In at the windy door, 
and out at tl)e other, hiTing boUi the figure In question, and the appearance 
or retinae, marking tba employment or station In Ijfb. 
1' HerseKfllono.— "Afew.— "NntB. 
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8 BuaNB s POEMS. 

To watci, while for the barn she sets,' 

In hopes to see Tatn Kipplea 
That vera night. 
She turns the key wi' oannie thraw, 

And owre the threshold ventures ; 
But first on Sawnio gies a ca', 

Syne' baoldly in she enters; 
A rattor^ rattled up the wa', 

An' she cried, L— -d preserve her! 
An' ran thro' midden-hole' an' a'. 

An' pray'd wi' zeal an' fervor, 

. Fu' fast that night. 



Thej heoht" him some fine braw ane ;' 
It chanced the stack ho/addom'd' iA™e,' 

Was timmer-propt for thrawin':" 
He taks a awirlie," auld mosa o^, 

For some black, gronsome carlin;" 
An' loot a winze," an' drew a stroke. 

Till skin in blypes" came haurlin'" 

Afe 's nieves" that night. 
A wanton widow Leezie was, 

As canty as a kittlen ;" 
But, och! that night, amang the shaws, 

She got a fearfu' settlin' ! 
She thro' the whins," an' by the cdm," 

An' owre the bill gaed scrievin',* 
Whare three lairda' lands meet at a iwm^ 

To dip her left sark-slcovo in, 

"Was bent that night. 



-> Urged.—" Promfsed fa 
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MISCBLLANBOUe. 119 

Whjles' owre a linn' the burnie iJajs, 

As thro' the glen it wimpl't;' 
Whyles ronnd a rocky scaur itjetrajs; 

Whyles in a wiel* it dimpl't; 
Whjles glitter'd to the nightly rays, 

Wi' bickering, dancing dazzle ; 
"Whyles oookit' underneath the hraes, 

Below the spreading hazel, 

Unseea that night. 

Amang the hrachens,' on the brae 

Between her an' the moon. 
The Deil, or else an outler quey,' 

Gat Tip an' gae a croon := 
Poor Leeiio's heart aiaist lap the hool ;" 

Near lav'rook" height she jnmpit, 
But mist a fit," an' in tiie pool 

Oat-owre the lugs she ^ampit," 

ifi' a ptange that night. 
In order, on the clean hearth-atane. 

The luggiea three" are ranged. 
And every time great care is ta'en 

To see them duly changed ; 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin' Ma^''«-year"' did desire. 
Because he got the toomdish" thrice, 

Ho heared them oa the fire 

In wrath that night. 
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Wi' meny sangs, aa' friendly cracks,' 

I wat they did na weary ; 
An' nnco* tales, aij' funny jokes, • 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery, 
'Till iTitter'd so'n^ wi' fragrant Innt,* 

Set a' their gaha' a-steerin' ;' 
Syne' wi' a social glass o' strunt,' 

They partfld aff careerin' 

Fh' hlythe that night. 



SCOTCH DRINK. 



Let other p 
'Bout vines, 
An' crahhit names an' stories wrack n 

An' grate our lug, 
I sing the juico Scots hear can mat us, 

In glass or jug. 
O thou, my Muse ! guid auld Scotch drinh. 
Whether thro' wimplin' worms thou jink, 
Or, richly brown, ream o'er the brink. 

In glorious faem, 
Inspire me, till I hsp and wink, 

To sing thy name I 
Let husky Wheat the haughs adorn; 
An' Aits set up their awnie horn, 
An' Peas an' Beans, at e'en or mom, , 

Perfume the plain, 
Leeze me on thee, John BmrUycora, 

Thon king o' grain 1 

1 To conT«se.— = StrSQgo, marrellous. 

s Sfpwena— oatmeal made into a kind of pudding. This is alwsys lbs 

' Smoke et tobwco— ' Montbi— ' atlrriog.— ' Then.—" Bpiritnoui linaor. 
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On thee aft Scotland ohows her cood, 
In sonple scones,' tte wale' o' foodl 
Or tumblin' in. the boiling flood, 

Wi' tail an' beef; 
But when tlion poura thy strong heart's blood, 

There thon shines chief. 
Food fills the wame,' an' keeps us liyin' ; 
Tho' life 's a gift no worth receivin', 
"When heavy dragg'd wi' pine an' grieTin' ;' 

Bnt, oil'd by thee. 
The wheels o' life gae down hill, eorievin',' 

"Wi' rattlin' glee. 
Thou clears the head o' doited' Lear;' 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care ; 
Thon strings the nerves o' Labor sair, 

At 's weary toil; 
Thou even brightens dark Despair 

Wi' gloomy Edile. 
Aft olad in massy siller weed,' 
Wi' gentles thou erects thy head ; 
Yet hnmhly kind in time o' need, 

The poor man's wine,' 
Hia wee drap parritch, or his bread. 

Thou kitchens" fine. 
Thou art the life o' public haunts ; 
Bnt" thee, what were onr fairs and rants? 
Even godly meetings o' the saunta, 

By thee inspired, 
When gaping they besiege the tents, 

Are doubly fired. 

ims" the horn in! 



I Tba diolce.— ' The bally.—' I 

Hi Etmly,— ■■ Learnfng, knowledga 

> Silver dress ; alluding to the Bilver cmpa »iid tanfeards used st the tables 

' Ale is lere tntended, a small portion of which Is freqnenay mixed with 

I poridge of tho poorat Bort of people. 

i» Gives a relish ».— " WlUioat— " Foams. 
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Or reeking on. a New-year momin' 

In cog or bicker,' 
An' JTi3t a wee drap sp'ritual bum in,' 

An' guatj' Backer !' 
Wien Viiloan ^es his bellows breath, 
An' plonglimen gather wi' their grailJi,' 
O rare I to see t£ee fizz' an' freath' 

I' tb,' lugget caup !' 
Tlien Bnmewin' comes on like death 

At eYery chaup."' 
Nae mercy then for aim" or steel ; 
The brawnie, bainie," plonghman chiel, 
Brings hard owrehip, wi' sturdy wheel, 

The strong fore-hammer," 
TiU block an' studie" ring an' reel 

Wi' dinsorae clamor. 
When akirlin' weaniea" see the light, 
ThoQ maks the gossips clatter" bright. 
How fumblia' euifs" their dearies slight; 

Wae worth, the name ; 
ITae howdie" gets a social night, 

Or plack frae them. 
When neebors anger at a plea. 
An' just as wad" as wud can be, 
How easy can the Parley tre^ 

Oeiaent the quarrel! 
It 's aye the cheapest lawyer's fee. 

To taste tiie barrel. 
Alake! that e'er my Muse has reason 
To wyte" her coactrymen wi' treason ! 
But monie daily weet their weason" 

Wi' liquors nice, 
An' hardly, in a winter's season 

E'er spier" her price. 

' h. WMilen cop or diss.— ' A small Quantity of spirits bnrnl fn s spoon, 
and pnt Into Ihe sl&— ^ Taatefnl.— ' Sugar.—' Tackle, geer.— • To mafco a 
blBBlng noise.— ' Froth.—* A onp with a lanfllc, — ' Bnrn-the-wind ; the 
blaotamlth.- 10 Sttoke.— 11 Iron.— " Bony.— ■= Thosmltli's largo hammer. 
—"AaTlL—" Crying children. — '• Tell idle Blorles. — " Nhinles.- > ' A 
mldwia.- " Mad^"5 Juice.-" To blame.— "" Weasand.— ss Tout, loin- 
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Was worth, that 'brandy, burning trash ! 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash!' 
Twins' monis a poor, dojlt,' drunken hash,' 

O' half bis days; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst faes. 

Ye Scots wha wish auld Scotland well, 
Te chief, to yoa my tale I tell, 
Poor plackless' devils like mysel ! 

It sets yOQ ill, 
Wi' bitter dearthfii' wines to mell," 

Or foreign gill. 

May gravels round his blether wrench, 
An' gouts tonnent him inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gnmtle' wi' a glimch' 

O' sour disdain, 
Out-owre a glass o' whisky punch 

Wi' honest men, 

WhisTa/ ! soul o' plays an' pranks ! 
Accept a Bardie's humble thanks 1 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are my poor verses ! 
Xhou oomea ! — they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's a — s ! 

Thee, Ferintoah !' sadly lost ! 
Scotland, lament frae coast to coast! 
Now colic grips, an' barkin' boast,"" 

May kill us a'; 
For loyal Forbes's charter'd boast" 

Is ta'en awal 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' th' excise, 
Wha mak the ichisiy stells their prize! 

1 Sudaen lUneaa,— ' Parts, deprlTM.—' etnpid.— * A fellow wbo Snows 
oeitbw how to Ml or dr«a wtth pioprle^.— ' PennylesB.— * To uieadla— 
' Tbepbii— » i frown; aonrloofc.— ' A very Bapecior kind of wlilsky mado 
In a disWct of the Higklanda called by that name.— 1» CongUlng. 

■1 Lord Fotbiis, of Ferintoah, In the county of Cromarty, fonncrly held by 
cbuter a ilgbt tor all bis tenantry to diiUl wbiekjr without paying auy da^ 
So the king. 
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Haud up thy hand, Deil ! anoe, twice, thrice ! 

There, seize the bhakers!' 
An' bate them up in hraoataQe' pies 

For poor d — a'd drinkers. 
Fortune I if thoull hut ^©nie stiD 
Hale breelcs,^ a scone,' an' mhia^ giU, 
Am! rowth' o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest, 
An' deal 't about as lliy blind ^ill 

Directs thee best. 



THE AUTHOR'S EAEHTEST CRY AND PRATER* 

THB 80OT0H KEPSESESTATIVES IW THE HOITS 



Tk Irish Lords, ye Knighta an' Squires, 
Wha r^resent oar hraghs an' shires, 
An' doncely manage our affairs 

Iq parliament, 
To yon a simple Poet's prayers 

Are hmnbly sent. 
Alas I my roupet'Museis hearsel' 
Your Honors' heart wi' grief twad pierce I 
To see her sitting on her a — e 

Low i' the dust, 
An' Bcriechin' ont prosaio verse, 

An' like to brust ! 
Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me 's in great nfOiction, 
£'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On Aquavitm; 
An' rouse them up to strong coaviction, 

Ail' move their pity. 

a Urm otoontflHipt— 5 Brimstone.—' Whole dreechea— < . 
bread.—' Plenty. 
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stand forth, an' tell yon Premier youth, 

The honest, open, naked tmtli : 

Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth, 

His seryanti humble : 
The muckle' Devil blaw ye south, 

If ye dissemble ! 
Does onie gresit man glunch' an' gloom ! 
Speak out, an' never faah yonr thumb !' 
Let posts an' pensions sink or soom' 

Wi' them wha grant 'em : 
If honestly they caana oome. 

Tar better want 'em. 
In gathering votes yon were na slack ; 
Now stand as tightly by your tack ; 
Ne'ei" claw yonr Ins,' an' fidge your back, 

An hum on' haw ; 
But raise yonr arm, an' tell your crack 

Before them a'. 
Paint Scotland greetin" owre her thrissle,' 
Her mntohkin stonp" as toom 'a a whiasle ;° 
An' d-mn'd Excisemen in a bussle, 

Seizin' a aUU," 
Trinmphant orushin' 't like a innssel 

Or lampit" shell. 
Then on the tither hand present her, 
A blackguard Smuggler right behint her. 
An' eheek-for-ohow a chuffie" Yintner, 

OoUeaguing join, 
Picking her pouch" as bare as winter 

Of a' kind coin. 

Is there that bears the name o' Scot, 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot. 
To se« his poor anld mither'a pot 

Thns dung in staves," 
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Alas ! I 'jti but a nameless wight, 
Trode i' the mire an' out o' sight ! 
But eonld I like Montgomeriea fight, 

Or gab' Uke Bos well, 
There 's eonie sai'k-necks' I wad draw tight, 

An' tie some liose well. 
God bless your honors, can ye see 't, 
The tind, anid, cantio carlin' greet,' 
An' no' get warmly to your foet, 

An' gai* them hear it. 
An' tell them wi' a patriot heat, 

Ye wjnna'bearitl 

Some o' yon nicely ken the laws, 
To round the period, an' pause, 
An' wi' rhetoric clause on olanse 



Dempster,' a true-blue Soot I'se warran ; 
Thee, aith'-detesting, chaste Kilkerran;" 
An' that glib-gabbet" Highland baron, 

Tlie laird o' Graham;" 
An' ane, a chap that 'a d-mn'd anldfarran," 

Dnndaa hia name. 
Erskine, a spunkie Norland billie; 
True Campbells, Frederick, an' Hay ; 
An' Liringstone, the bauld Sir Willie ; 

An' monic ithers, 
"Whom auld Demosthenes or Tully 

Might own for britbera. 
Tliee, eodgcr Hugh," my watchman stented. 
If bardies e'er are represented ; 

1 To speak boldlj'.-' SblrKMllsra.— « OM Isd?.— ' Wcpp.— > Not- 
— ' Will not 

B George Dempator, Esq., of Dunnichen, For/mtlre. Uo ti 
jem M. P. for the DoDdee district of boroiighi, sad aivrs^e spoke i 
OD tba llberat side of polJUca. 

■ An OBth.— ■" BLr Adim Fergnaon.— " That apeaks sdiMthly an 
— " Tbe Dttka of Montroaa.— i' Sagacious, cunning.— " Barl of I 
then Colonel Montgomerj, and TeprfisentAUve for Ayrahir^. 
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I ken if that yoar sword were wanted, 

Ye 'd lend your hand, 
But when there '3 aught to aay anent it, 

Ye 're at a stand. 
Arouse, my hoys ! exert your mettle, 
To get anld Scotland back her Mttle;' 
Or, faith 1 1 11 wad' my new plengh-pettle,' 

Ye '11 see 't or lang,* 
She '11 teach yon wi' a reekin' whittle,' 

Anither sang. 
This while she 's been in oraoikons' mood. 
Her lost Militia' fired her bluid ; 
(Deil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd her that pliskiel') 
An' now she 's like to rin red-wnd,' 

About her whisky. 
An' L — dl if ance they pit her tin 't," 
Her tartan petticoat she 'II kilt," 
An' dirk an' pistol at her belt, 

She'll tak the streets. 
An' rin her whittle to the hilt, 

F the first she meets. 
For G-d's sake. Sirs I then speak her fair, 
Aa' straik her cannie" wi' the htur, 
An' to the muckle House" repair, 

Wi' instant speed, 
An' strive, wi' a' your wit ai? lear," 

To get remead." 
Yon ill-tongued tinkler, Charlie Foa, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mooka; 
But gie him 't het," my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the caddie ;" 
An' send him to his dicing box 

An' sporting lady. 



Heratill.— 'Tolict 
ord.— 'Fretfiil, 


or wager,-« Plongh-staff.-* Ere long.-' A bloody 


' BDTtes^ue alluMon t 
a that tfnie, negitiTed 
' A till*.—' Eun star! 


tho bin for a Scotch minus, -wblsh was, ehortlj be- 
£ mad.— '"Fnt ber to it—" To Unsa up tbe ololbfB. 


I'Slrotehcrgcnaj.- 


isTbe parllamentlion3e.—n Learning.— 1' EemBfly. 
lie fellow, mako him knock ander. 
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Tell yon gaid bluid' o' auld Boconnock's, 
I 'E ba his debt twa mashlnm bonnocks,' 
An' drittfc his health in auld Nanae Tinnook's,' 

Nine times a week, 
If he some scheme, like tea aa' winnooks,' 

Wad kindly seek. 
Could ho some commutation broach, 
I '!1 pledge my wth in guid braid Scotch, 
He need na fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition, 
Yon raixtie-maxtie' queer hotch-potch. 

The Ooalition. 
Auld Scotland has a raucle' tongue ; 
She'sjnst adeyil wi' a rung;' 
An' if ahe promise auld or yonng 

To tak their port. 
Though by the neck she should be strong. 

She 'II no desert. 
An' DOW, ye chosen Mve-andrForty,^ 
May still your mither'a heart support ye ; 
Then, though a minister grow dorty," 

An' kick yonr place. 
Ye '11 snap your Angers, poor an' hearty, 

Before hia face. 
God bless your honors a' yonr days 
Wi' sowps o' kair° an' brats o' claise," 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes" 

That haunt Saint Jamie's 1 
Your humble poet sings an' prays 



Let half-starred slaves, in warmer skies. 
See future wines, rich-clustering, rise — 







• A worthy old hostess of the Anthor's lu Mancbllnc, whei 


re to Bometlmfs 


stnaicd politics DYor a glass of gnld auld Scoteh drink. 








• ConflisaJly miied.— ' Kash, fearleia.— ' Acuagel.— » Tte 


Scotch membeis 




lolhes.— "Jjiot 
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Their lot auld Scofland ne'er envies, 
Bat blyfche and frisky, 

She eyes Ler free-born, martial boys 
Tak aff tlieir whisky. 

What tho' their Phcebus kinder warms, 
While fragrance blooms and beanty cliarmsl 
When wretches range, in famish'd swarms. 

The scented groves, 
Or hounded forth, dishonor arms 

In hflngry droves : 
Their gun 's a burden on their shonther ; 
They downa' bide the stink o' pouther ; 
Their bauldest thought 's a hank'ring swither" 

To Stan' or rin, 
Tin skelp — a shot! — they 're aff a' throwther,' 

To save their skin. 

Bnt bring a Scotsman frae his bill. 
Clap in his cheek a Highland gill,' 
Say, snch is royal George's will, 

An' there 's the foe, 
He has nae thought bat how to kill 

Twa at a blow, 

Hae canld, faint-hearted doubtings tease him ; 
Death comes, wi' fearless eye he sees him ; 
Wi' bluidy hand a welcome gis» him ; 

An' when he fa's, 
His latest draught o' breathin' lea'es' him 

In faint huzzas. 

Sages their solemn een may steek,' 
An' raise a philosophic reek,' 
An' physically causes seek. 

In clime an' season ; 
Bnt tell me whiaWa came in Greek, 

I '11 t«U the reason. 



' Csnnot— ' Hesitation.—" ill peU-mell, or in oonfoaion.— ' A giU ol High- 
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Till whare ye sit, on craps' o' heather, 
if e tine jour dam ;' 

(Freedom and WhUhy gang the^ther 1) 
Tak aff your dram I' 



THE VISION. 



Thh B«n had closed the winter day, 
The eurlera" qnaf their roaring play, 
An' hnnger'd maukin' ta'en her way 

To kail-yaids green, 
While feithless snawa ilk' step betray 

Whar she has been. 
The thresher's weary ^jjijj'n- ires' 
The lee-lang" day had tired me ; 
And whan the day had closed lus e'e, 

Tar i' the west, 
Eea i' the «perwfi" right pen^yelie, 

I gaed to rest. 
There, lanely, by the in^le-cheek," 
I sat and eyed the spewmg reek," 
That fill'd, wi' hoast-proyokiog smeefc," 

The auld clay biggin;" 
An' heard the restless rattons sqneak 

About the riggin'. 



■ Crops.—' Lose your atine. 

» Bnm8 waa not bo rancli tbeTOtaiy of Baccliua u thlsima " Scotch Dtinks," 

Tlnnock." the Msnchllne imdhiily, tonnfl her nBme celebrateil in Ihia pMm, 
shB Mid, " Eobln Boras may be » cieycr cnongh Jad, but bo has little regara 

' Doao. a term of Oaatan'a for tbe different divisions nf a dlgrestiTO poem. 
&fe his Cath-Loda. 

• A game on Ibe ioa— • Did quit.—'' A hare.— * Each.— = A Hdl.—" Live- 
long,— "In tbe country parlor.— 's Flre^de.—" Smoke. — '• Ooa ji-proTOlt- 
Ing smoke.— 1' Boliaing.—" Full of motel 
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MiaoBLLANEOtie. 

How I had apeot my yonthfa' prime, 
An done nae-tbing, 

But stringin' bletliers' up in rhyme, 
For foob to sing. 

Had I to guid advice but barkit,' 
I mighf, by this, has led a market, 
Or stratted in a banlt and clarlcit' 

Ky cash-account: 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit^' 

Is a' th' amount. 
I started, mnttering, blockhead! ooofi' 
And heaved on high my waukit ioof,' 
To swear by a' yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith,' 
That I, henceforth, would be rhymeproqf 

Till my last breath — 
When click I the string the snick' did draw ; 
And Jee ! the door gaed to the wa' ; 
An' by my ingle lowe' I saw, 

Wow bleezin"" bright, 
A tight, outiandish Siszie," braw, 

Oome fnll in sight, 
Te need na donbt, I held my whisht ;" 
The infent aith, half-form'd, was crnsht; 
I glower'd as eerie 's I 'd been dush't" 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest Worth, she bluaht. 

And stepped ben." 

Green, slender, leaf-clad TioUy-houghi 
Were twisted, graoefu', round her brows; 
I took her for some Scottish Mu»e, 

By that same token ; 
An' come to stop those reckless tows, 

Wonld soon beea broken. 



lisb ot romantic 
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2 BURNS 8 POEMS. 

A " hftir-braia'd sentimental trace," 
Was strongly marked in her face; 
A wildy-witty, rustic grace 

Shone fall upon her; 
Her eye, even tuni'd on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with Honor. 
Dowu fiow'd her robe, a tartan sheen,' 
Till half a leg was aorimplj' seen; 
And siioli a leg! my bonnie Jean 

Could only peer* it; 
Sae straight,' sae taper, tight, and clean, 

Nane else cams near it. 
Her mantle large, of grcenisli hue, 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew ; 
Deep liffhta and shadei, bold-mingling, threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And aeem'd, to my astonisb'd view, 

A well-Mown land. 
Here, rivers in the sea were lost ; 
There, monntaina to the skies were toat; 
Here, tnmhliug billows mark'd tho coast, 

With sni^Dg foam ; 
There, distant shone Art's lofty boast, 

The lordly dome. 
Here, Boon pour'd down his far-fetfih'd floods ; 
There, well-fed Irwine stately thuds;' 
Anld hermit Ayr staw' thro' hia woods, 

On to the shore ; 
And many a lesser torrent scuda. 

With seeming roar. 
Low, in a aandy valley spread, 
An ancient iorough rear'd her head ; 
Stall, as in Scottish story read, 

She boasts a race. 
To every nobler virtue bred. 

And poUsh'd grace. 

■ 4 bright, ot shining tarUm, or checkcrca woollen stufl; maohwom in 

jtlanO, particnWlj In the Hlghlaadl 

' Scantily.— = EquBL— * SDoigbL— ' To meke i loud eouliiiaed nolu.— 
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MISCEtLANBODS. 133 

By stately tower or paljwie fair, 

Or ruins pendent in tlie air, 

Bold steins of lieroes, here and there, 

I conid discern; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd to dare, 

With feature st«rn. 
My heart did glowing transport feel, 
To see a race' heroic wheel, 
And brandish round the deep-dyed steel 

In sturdy blows ; 
While biwik-recoiling seem'd to reel 

Their Suthron foes. 
His Gountvy'a Savimir,' mark him well ; 
Bold Eichardton's' heroic sweO ; 
The chief on Sark* who glorious fell, 

In high command; 
And He wham ruthless fates eipel 

His native land. 
There, where a soepter'd Pietish shade* 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd-a martial race, portray'd 

In colors strong; 
Bold, soldier-featnred, nndismay'd 

They strode along. 
Thro' many a wild, romantic grove,' 
Near maay a hermit-fended cove, 
(Fit haunts for ^Friendship or for Love,) 

In musing mood, 
An ased Jvdge, I saw him rove, 

Dispensing good. 

iinmorlal preierier of Bcot- 

> Wftllace. Itilid of Cralgle, «ha nsB Becond Id cominsiid, nudsr Donglu, 
i»t\ of OrmoBd. at the famouB battle on the bulks of Sark. fought oono IMS. 
That glorious Tlctorf ^na iJrlmJpaUy owing to the jodj^dous eoudact ADd 
intrepid valor of Uie gsIlBot laird ol Craigle, who died of hig wounds aftor 

' CoilDs, King of the Pids, from whom tlie disbiet of Syle Is said to tsko 
Its name, lies bnried, as tradition aays. Dear tlia fomilj sent of the Montgoma- 
liea of Coil's-field, where hla harlsl-place is etUl sbowa. 

' Barkslmmlng, the seat of the lale Lord Justice Clerk. 
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With deep-struck reverential awe' 
Tlie learned Sire and Sofi I saw, 
To Nature's God and Nature's law 

They gave their lore ; 
This, all its source and end to draw ; 

That, to adore. 
Erydone's brave ward' I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye; 
Who cali'd on Tame, low standing bj, 

To hand him on 
Where many a Patriot-name on high, 

And hero shone. 



With musing deep, astonish'd stare, 
I view'd the heavenly-seeming Fair, 
A whispering throh did witness hear. 
Of kindred sweet, 



When, with ai 


1 elder sister's air, 




She did me greet :~ 


All hail 1 myc 


)wii inspired Bard 1 


In me thy nati 


:ve Muse regard ; 


Nor longer mc 


rarn thy fate is hard, 




Thus poorly low I 


I come to give 


1 thee such reward 




As we bestow. 


Enow, the great Genim of this land 


Has many a light aerial band, 


Who, all heneath his high command, 




Harmoniously, 


Aa arts or arn: 


LS they understand, 




Their labors ply. 



They Scotia's race among them share ; 
Some fire the Soldier on to dare ; 
Some roase the Patriot up to bare 

Corruption's heart; 
Some teach the Bard, a darling care, 

The tuneful art. 

Csttice, tbe Beit of the Isle Doctor, and pnsmt Vtabtsar bttmtA 
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IToBg swelling floods of reeking gore, 
Ttey ardent, kindling spirits pour; 
Or 'raid the venal Senate's roar, 

Tliey, sightless, stAnd, 
To mend the honest Patriot-lore, 

And grace the hand. 
And when the Bard, or hoarj Sage, 
Obarm or instruct the futare age, 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy, 
Or point the inconclusive page 

Tnll on the eye. 
Hence Fullai'ton, the brave and young; 
Hence Denipat«r's zeal-inspired tongue; 
Hence sweet harmoninua Beattac sung 

His Minstrel lays ; 
Or tore, with noble ardor stnng, 

The Skeptid^a' bays. 
To lower orders are assign'd. 
The humbler ranks of human kind, 
The rustic Bard, the laboring Hind, 

The Artisan; 
All choose, as various they 're inclined. 

The various man. 

When yellow w^ves tbe heavy grdn, 
The threatening storm some strongly reii 
Some tea,oh to meliorate the plain 

With tillage skill; 
And some instruct the shepherd train 

Blithe o'er the hill. 
Some hint the lover's harmless wile; 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile; 
Some soothe the laborer's weary toil 

For humble gains. 
And make his cottage-aeeues beguile 

His cares and pains. 
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6 BUBNS'S POEMS. 

To mark the embryotic trac«, 

Oimstia Sard; 

And careful note each opening grace, 
A guide and gaard. 

0/ these am, 7— Ooila' my name ; 
And this district as mine I claim, 
Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fami 

Held ruling power ; 
I laark'd thy embryo tunefnl flame, 

Thy natal hour. 

With fatnre hope, I oft woidd gaze, 
Fond, on. thy little early ways. 
Thy mdely caroU'd, chiming phrase. 

In uncouth rhymes. 
Fired at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

I saw thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar; 
Or when the North his fleecy store 

Drove thro' tho sky, 
I saw grim ITatnro'a visage hoar. 

Struck thy young eye. 

Or when the deep greeu-mantled earth 
Warm cherish'd every floweret's birth, 
And joy and music pouring forth 

In every grove; 
I saw thee eye the geii,er^ mirth 

Wifli boundless love. 

When ripen'd flelds and azure skies, 
Call'd forth the reapers' rustling noise, 
I saw thee leave their evening joys, 

And lonely stalk. 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise 

In pensive walk. 



n Ajrsbite, eo ciUmI, ulth tradition, from 
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MISCELLAKEOVa. 

Those accents, gratefnl to thy tongue, 
Th' adored nwtm^ 

I taught thee how to ponr in song, 
To soothe thy flame, 

I 3aw thy pnlse's maddening play 
Wild send the« pleasnre's devions iray, 
Misled by Fancy's mefflor ray, 

By passion driven ; 
But yet the light that led astray 

Was ligM from Heaven. 

I taught thy manners-painting strains, 
The loTes, the ways of siranle swains, 
Till now, o'er all my wide domains 

Thy fame extends : 
And some, the pride of Ooila's plains, 

Become thy friends. 

Thou canst not learn, nor can I show. 
To paint with Thomson's landscape glow: 
Or wake the hoaom-melting throe, 

With Sheastone's art; 
Or ponr, with Gray, the moving flow 

Warm on the heart. 

Tet all beneath the unrivall'd rose, 

The lowly daisy sweetly blows ; 

Tho' large the forest's monarch throws 

His army shade, 
Tet green the juicy hawthorn grows, 

Adown the glade. 



Then nevt 


>rmnrmur nor repine; 


Strive in 1 


iy hnmble sphere to shine ; 


And trust 


nie, not Potoai's' mine, 
Nor kings' regard, 




Can pye i 


\ bliss o'ermatcMng thine. 




A rvxtit Bard. 
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8 JBURNSS POEMS. 

Preserro the Dignity of Man, 

With soul erect; 
And trust the Vmcersal Plan 

Will all protect. 
And wear thou thw /—she solemn said, 
And bound the Roily round my head : 
The polish'd Joaves and berries red 

Did rustling play ; 
And, like a passing thought^ she fled 

In light away. 



A DREAM. 



(Oh reading in Uie pobllo papers, the Laureate's Ode, with tht 
biraselftranaimrtea tolialilrlh-daj'leree; and In his dreai 

GmD-MOENiN' to your Majesty! 

May Heaven augment yonr blisses, 
On every new lirth-day ye see, 

A hnmWe poet wishes I 
My Bardship here, at your levee, 

On sic a day as this ia, 
Is sure an uncouth sight to see, 

Amaag thae' birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this day. 
I see ye 're complimented ihrang,' 

By monie a lord and lady; 
GW sa/»e the Kng! 's a cu^oo sang. 

That 's unco' easy said ay ; 
The PoeU too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-tnm'd and ready. 
Wad gar ye trow' ye ne'er do wrang. 

But ay unerring steady, 

On sic a day. 
For me ! before a monarch's face, 

Even (here I wr: !-i' flatter; 
1 Among those.—' By a croud.— > Verj-.— • Bollero.— 



n.Gl.)t)t^le 



For neither pension, post, nor place, 

Am I yonr humble debtor; 
So, nae reflection on your grace, 

Yonr kingship to bespatter ; 
There 's monie waur' been o' the race, 

And aiblins ane' been better 

Than yon this day. 
'Tis very ti-ue, my sovereign King, 

My skill may we«l be doubted; 
But facts are ehiels that winna ding,' 

An' downa' be disputed r 
Tour royal nest,* beneath yonr wing, 

Is e'en right reft an' clouted,* 
And now the third part o' the atriug. 

And less, will gang about it. 

Than did ae day.' 
Far be 't frae me that 1 aspire 

To blame your legislation. 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire, 

To rule this mighty nation 1 
But, faith I I mnckle* doubt, my Sire, 

Te 've trusted ministratioa 
To ohapa, wha iu a bam. or byre' 

"Wad better fill'd their station 

Than courts yon day. 

And uow ye 've ^en auld Britain peace, 

Her broken shins to plaster: 
Tour sair taxation doea her fleece, 

nil she has scarce a tester : 
For me, thank God, my life 's a lease, 

Nae havgain wearing faster, 
Or, faith I I fear, that wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost"" to pasture 

r the craft" some day. 

I'n 



14 Moat needa. — ^1 Croft, gnaa 
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(An' "Will 's a true goid fallow's get, 

A nam© not enyy spairges,') 
That he intends to pay your debt, 

An' lessen a' your charges ; 
Bnt, G^-d sake I let nae »aving-fit 

Ahridgo your bonme barges' 

An' boats this day. 
Adieu, my liege I may freedom geek" 

Beneath jonr high protection ; 
An' may ye ras* corruption's neck. 

An' gio her for dissection ! 
Bnt since I 'm here, I '11 no neglect. 

In loyal, trne affection, 
To pay your Qneen, with due respect, 

My fealty an' subjection 

This great birth-day. 
Hail, Majesty most excellent/ 

While nobles strive to please ye. 
Will ye accept a corapUment 

A simple Poet gies ye ! 
Thae bonnie baim-time,' Heaven has lent, 

Still higher may they heeze" ye 
In bliss, till fate some day is sent. 

Forever to release ye 

Frae care that day. 
Tor yon, young Potentate o' Wales, 

I tell Tour Higtoess fairly, 
Down pleasure's stream, wi' swelling sails, 

I'm tanld yon 're driving rarely; 
But some day ye may gnaw your nails, 

An' curse your folly sairly. 
That e'et yon brak Diana's pales, 

Or rattled dice wi' Charlie, 

By night or day. 
Yet aft a ragged cowte' 's been known 

To mak a noble aiver ;' 
So, ye may doncely' fill a throne. 

For a' their clish-ma-claver ;'■ 
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There, him. at Agiacourt' wha shone, 

Tew better were or traTer; 
An' yet wi' funny queer Sir John,' 

He was an unoo' shaver 

For monie a day. 
For you, right reverend Osnabiirg, 

Naae seta tJie lawn-aleeve sweeter, 
Altho' a ribbon at yonr log* 

Wad been a dress completer; 
As ye disown joa panghty' dog 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Then swlth 1' an' get a wife to hug, 

Or, troath ! ye '11 stain the mitre 

Some luckless day. 

Yonng, royal Tarry Breeks,' I learn, 

Ye ve lately come athwart her; 
A glorious galley^ stem an' stern, 

Weel ri^'d for Venus' barter ; 
But first hang out, that she '11 disoem 

Tonr hymeneal charter. 
Then heave aboard your grapple aim,* 

An' large upo' her quarter 

Come full that day. 

Te, lastly, bonnie blossoms a'. 

Ye royal lasses dainty. 
Heaven mak yon guid as weel aa braw," 

An' pe you lads a plenty: 
But sneer na British boys awa'. 

For kings are unco scant" ay; 
An' German gentles are but sma\ 

They 're better jast than want ay 
On onio day. 
God bless you a', consider now. 

Ye 're uneo mnckle dautet :'" 
But, ere the course o' life be thro'. 

It may be bitter santet;"^ 

KlDg Henry V. — " 81r John Falstaff Vide ShaSspesre. — > 
Imalc&l.— ' Ear.— s Froad, banghtj,— ' Get swaj".— ' Breeches.— 

to tUe newspaper »er»iiiita of a certsin roral odlort jHnonr.— ' 
Fine, hanasome. — '- Very few. — " Very madi mreiBed. — " 
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2 BURNS S rOEMS. 

An' I hae seen their coggie fon,' 
That yet hae tarrow'd' at it : 

But or the day was done, I trow, 
The la^en' they hae clautet' 

Fu' dean tliat day. 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL. 

OFrlDMlOOhiEfofinLiiyliiroiieJFowirB, 

OthouI whatever title suit tiee, 
Auld Hornie, Satan, Niek, or Clootie, 
"Wha in yon cavern, grim an' aootie, 

Closed under hatches, 
Spairgea" about the brunstane cootie,' 

To scaud' poor wretches 1 

Hear me, auld Bangle, for a wee," 
And let poor damned bodies be; 

E'entoaDeU, ' 
To skelp" an' scaud poor dogs like me. 
An' hear us squeel ! 

Great is thy power, an' great thy fame ; 
Far keun'd" and noted ia thy name ; 
An' tho' yon lowin' heugt^'s thy hame. 

Thou travels far; 
An' faith 1 thon 's neither lag nor lame, 

Nor blate," nor scanr," 

Whyles" ranging like a roaring lion 
For prey, a' boles an' corners tryin' ; 
Whyles on the strong-wing'd tempest flyin', 

Tirling" the kirks : 
Whyles in the human, bosom pryia', 

Unseen thon lurks. 

Cop or ilsb fall.— 5 Mumutea.— » Tho angle between the slfle snd bol- 
1 of 1 wooden diah.— ' SerapsL— ' To desb, or tlirow tbout— " Brimatone 
li, or Isdla— T Senld.— ' Little.—" SmilL— 'O Qitc— " Btrik*. or bfat— 
^nowp. — ^* Flaming pit. — ^^ BaabftiL — "* Apt to bo scfltad, — i" Somo' 
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I've heard my reverend granmM say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray; 
Or where auld, ruin'd castks, gray, 

Nod to the moon, 
Te frigM the nightly wanderer's way 

"Wi' eldritch oroon.^ 

When twilight did my graunie summon, 
To say hor prayers, donee," honest woman! 
Aft yottt' the dyke she 'b heard you bummin', 

Wi' eerie' drone; 
Or, rustlin', thro' the hoortries' comin', 

Wi' heavy groan. 

Ae' dreary, windy, winter night, 

The stars shot down wi' sklentin" light ; 

Wi' you,, mysel, I gat a fright; 

Ayont the lough ;' 
Te, like a raah-bash,° stood in sight, 

Wi' waving sugh." 

The cudgel in my nieve" did sliaie, 
Each bristled hair stood like a stake, 
When wi' an eldritch stonr," qnaick— qnaick — 

Amang the springs, 
Awa' ye squatter'd" like a dnike, 

On whistling wings. 

Let warZoets" grim, an' wither'd hag), 
Tell how wi' yon on ragweed" nags, 
They sMm the muira an' dizzy crags, 

Wi' wicked speed ; 
And in kirk-yards renew their leagues 

Owre howkit" dead. 

iprightM hollowmoiili.—' Wise, good.— s Beyond.—* Frighted 



UaditloDs lelaiiTQ to witclicnft, suppoeed tbat tbe incButetJona 
monliKH weta freqnently performed over dead botUM. whicl 
scratched, or conjnrod out of thelt graveB in order to peiform U 
mj^et moie eSsclaiiU;. 
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Thence oonntra wires wi' toil an' pain, 
May pliinge an' plunge tlie iim' in vain; 
For, oh I the yellow treasure 'b ta'en 

By witching still ; 
An' dftwtit,' twal-pint' Hawkie 's' gaen* 

As yell V the Bill.' 

Thence mystic knots raak great abase, 
On young gnidmen,* fond, keen, an' crouse 
"When the best wark-Inme" i' the house, 

By cantrip" wit, 
la instaat made no worth 3 louao, 

Jnst at the bit. 

When thowes" dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the jingling icy-hoord. 
Then Water Aetows" haunt the foord. 

By yonr direction, 
An' 'nighted travellers are allured 

To their destruction. 

An.' aft yoTu- moss-traversing ^unhie»," 
Decoy the wight that late an' drunk is. 
The bleezin', curst, miechievoiis monkeya 

Delude his eyes. 
Till in some miry slough he sunk is, 

Ne'er mair to rise. 



1 ChDra. — s Fondled, oi 
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MieCELLAHEOirS. 

Some cook or cat jour rage maim stop, 

Or, strange to tell I 
The yonngegt brother ye wad whip 

Affstrauglittoh-UI 
Lang syne iu Eden's bonnie jai-d, 
When yonthfu' lovers flrst were pair'd, 
Ad' a' the sonl of love they shared 

The raptured hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant, flowery Bwaird, 

In shady bower: 
Then you, ye auld, snick-drawing' dogi 
Te came to Paradise ineog. 
An' played on man a cursed brogue, 

(Black be your fa' !) 
An' gied the infant warld a shog,' 

'Maist rain'd a', 
D 'ye mind that day, when in a bizz,' 
Wi reekit duds,' an' reestit gizz,' 
Ye did present your smontie' phiz, 

'Maog better folk, 
An' sklented' on the man of Wz 

Tour Bpitefu' joke ! 

An' how ye gat him i' your thrall, 
An' brak him out o' house an' hall, 
While scabs an' blotches did him gall, 

Wi' hitter claw. 
An' lows'd' his ill-tongued wicked acawl,' 

Was warst ava? 
But a' your doings to rehearse. 
Tour wily snares an' feohting"' fierce, 
Sin' that day Michael" did you pierce, 

Down to tins time. 
Wad ding" a' Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

An'n 



iTrlck-wntriylng.— 'A TloJent shook.— = BnsUe.—* Smoky olothas.— 
' WiUiered, or Bootolieil wig.—" Ugly, or Bjnntty.— ' Hit aslsnC. or obliquoly. 
--» Loosed.—" A ecold.— " Fighting,—" Vide Milton, hook vl.— " Fuule, 
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Some luckless hoar will send him linkia',' 
To your hlaek pit ; 

Bnt, feith I he '11 turn a corner jiokin',' 
An' cheat yon yet. 

But fare yoa weel, anld NicMe-imil 

wad ye tak a thought an' men' ! 
Te aiWins' might — I dinna ken.' — 

Still hae a sta^e — 

1 'm wae to think upon jon den, 

Even for your sake!" 



ADDEISS TO EDINBURGH, 
EsiNA I Scotia's darling seat ! 

All hail thy palaces and towers, 
Where once beneath a monarch's feet 

Sat Legislation's sovereign powers 1 
From marking wildly-soatter'd flowers, 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 
And singing, lone, the lingering hoars, 

I shelter in thy honor'd shade. 
Here Wealth sljll swells the golden tide. 

As busy Trade his labors plies ; 
There Architecture's noHe pride 

Bids elegance and splendor rise ; 
Here Justice, from her native skies, 

High wields her balance and her rod; 
There Learning, with his eagle eyes. 

Seeks Science in her coy abode. 
Thy sons, Edins, social, kind, 

With open, arms the stran^r hail ; 
Their views enlarged, their liberal miad. 

Above the narrow, rural vale ; 
Attentive still to sorrow's wail. 

Or modest merit's silent claim; 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

And never may their sources fail I 

And never envy blot their iiame I 
Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn I 

Gay as the gilded summer sky, 
Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 

Dear as the raptured thrill of joy 1 
Fair Burnet' strikes th' adoring eye, 

Heaven's beauties on my fancy shine, 
I see the Sire of love on high, 

And own his work inderf diviae ! 
There, watching high the least alarms, 

Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar; 
Like some bold veteran, gray in arms. 

And mark'd with macy a seamy soar; 
The ponderous wall and massy bar. 

Grim-rising o'er the rugged rock ; 
Have oft withstood assailing war. 

And oft repell'd the invader's shock. 

With awe-stmck thonght, and pitying tears, 

I view that noble, stately dome, 
Where Scotia's kings of other years. 

Famed heroes, had their royal home. 
Alas! how changed the times to come; 

Their royal name low in the dust I 
Their hapless race wild- wandering roam ! 

Tho' ri^d law cries out, 'twas just! 

Wild beats niy heart to trace your steps, 

Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps, 

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore : 
Even I who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply my sires have left their shed. 
And faced grim danger's loudest roar, 

Bold-foilowing where your fathers led ! 

Edina! Sootia'a darling seat I 
All hwl thy palaces and towers, 

Where once beneath a monarch's feet 
Sat Legislation's sovereign powers ! 
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BDBNS'S POEMS. 

From marking wildly-sciatter'd floweri 
As on the banks of Ayr I straj'd, 

And singiDg, lone, the Hngering hours 
I shelter in thy honor'd shade.' 



ADDBE^ TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON, 



"Whilb vii^in Spring, hy Eden's flood. 

Unfolds her tender mantle green, 
Or pranks the Bod in frolio mood, 

Or tunes Eolian, strains between : 
While Summer, with a matron grace, 

Retreats to Drybnrgh's cooling shade, 
Yet oft, deUghted, stops to trace 

The progress of the spiky blade : 
While Antnmn, benefactor kind. 

By Tweed erects his aged head, 
And sees, with self-approving mind, 

Each creature on his bounty fed : 
While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence classic Yarrow flows. 
Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 

Or sweeping wild, a waste of snows ; 
So long, sweet Poet of the Year, 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well hast y 
While ScoTjA, with exulting tear, 

Proelmma that Thomson was her son. 



THE POET'S WELCOME 



Thoo's welcome, wean, mishanter fa' me, 
If aught of thee or of t]iy mammy, 

1 This poem la chiefly remsrkabls Ittt the grand stanzas on tha cfialle tnd 
[olyrood wiUi which it caadaOfs.—Lock&'lrt. 

- • -- -|on, lie commBnlator hu »llli- 
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Shall «ver danton me or awe me, 

Hj sweet wee lady. 
Or if I blush whwi thoa shalt ca' me 

Tit-ta or daddy. 
Wee image of ray bonnie Betty, 
I, fiitherly, will kiss an' daut thee, 
As dear an' near my heart I set thee, 

Wi' as gude will, 
As a' the priests had seen me get 

That 's out o' h-11. 
What tho' they oa' me fornicator, 
An' tease my name in kintry-elatter : 
The mair they tank I 'm kent the better, 

E'en let them clash ; 
An auld wife's tongae '3 a feckless matter 

To gie ane fash, 

Sweet frnit o' monie a merry dint^ 

My ftmny toil is now a' tint, 

Sin' thou came to the warl' asklent, 

Which fools may scoff at; 
In my last plack thy part 's he in 't — 

The better half o't. 
An' if thou be what I wad hae thee. 
An' tak tho counsel I shall gie thee, 
A lovin' father I '11 he to thee. 

If thou be spared; 
Thro' a' thy childish years 1 '11 e'e thee, 

An' thinii: 't weel war'd. 
Gude grant that thon may ay inherit 
Thy mither's person, grace, an' merit, 
An' thy poor worthless daddy's spirit. 

Without his failin'sl 
'Twill please me mair to hoar an' see 't 

Than stocket mailina. 
13* 
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TO A HAGGIS.' 

Fjvir fa' your honest, sonsie' ftioe, 
Great chieftain o' the puddin'-race ! 
Abooa' them a' ye tak yonr place, 

Painch,' tripe, or thai 
Weel are ye wordy' of a grace 

Aa lang's my arm. 

The groaning trencher there ye fill. 
Tour hurdles like a distant hill, 
Yonr pin wad help to mend a mill 



His knife see rastic labor dight,' 
An' cnt yon np wi' ready slight. 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright 

Like onie ditch ; 
And then, what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reeking rich I 

Then horn for horn' they stretch an' strive : 
Deil tak the hindmost ! on they drive. 
Till a' their weel-swall'd kytes' belyve*" 

Are bent like drums. 
Then anld gnidtnan, maist Uke to rive," 

BeihanMIP hums. 

la there that o'er hia French ragout. 
Or olio that wad staw" a sow, 
Qvfrw(i^te wad make her apew 

Wi' perfect sconner," 
Looks down wi' sneering, scornfu' view 

On sic a dinner \ 



& kind of pnddlng bolleA In tb 



n.Gl.)l.it^le 



His spindle-sliank a gaid whip-lash. 
His nievo' a nit;' 

Tbro' bloody flood or field to dash, 
O how HBfitl 

But mark the rnstic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling earth resounds his tread, 

Olap in his walie' nievo a blade, 

He 11 mak it whissle ; 
An ' legs, an' arms, aa' heads will sned,' 

Like taps o' thrisale,' 

Ye Powers wha mak manldnd your care, 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Anld Scotland wants nae skinking* waro 

That jaups' in lubes' ; 
But, if ye wish iier gratefu' prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis ! 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE 

My curse upon thy venom'd stang, 
That slioots ray tortured gums alang ; 
And thro' my lugs' gies monie a twang, 

Wi' gnawing vSngeance ; 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

Like racking engines. 

When fevers bnm, or ague freezes, 
Rheumatics gniw, or colic squeezes ; 
Oar neighbor's sympathy may ease ns, 

Wi' pitying moan ; 
Bnt thee — thon hell o' a' diseases, 

Ay mooka oar groan I 



t.— = Large, smpla— ' To lop off.—' Tops of tblBtiel— 
A jerk of waters, or a this polloo tbst will Jeik or qnasb 
imall wooden dish witb b hBUdle, — ' Ears. — " The 
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As round the Are the giglets' teokle' 

To see me loup ;' 
While, raving mad, I wish a heclde' 

Were in their doup.' 
0' a' the numerona human dools," 
m liar'sts,' daft bargains,' eatty stools' 
Or worthy friends raked i' the mools,'" 

Sad sight to see I 
The tricks li' knaves, or fasli" o' fools, 

Thou Ijear'st the^ee." 
Where'er that place be priests oa' hell, 
Whence a' the tones o' misery yell, 
And ranked plagues their numbers tell. 

In dreadfu' raw,'' 
Thou, Toothache, surely bear'st the bell 

Aboon" them a' I 
O thou grim, misohief-making chiel', 
That gara" the notes of discord aqueel, 
Till daft mankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick, — 
Gie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's" Toothache I 



TO A POSTHUMOUS CHILD, 

BOEN IN PEOULIAE CIBC0MSTA1IOBS OP ] 

SwEBT floweret, pledge o' meikle" love. 
And ward o' monie a prayer, 

What heart o' stane wad thou na move, 
8ae helpless, sweet, and fdr I 

November hirplos" o'er the lea. 
Chill, on thy lovely form; 



- FoolB.— ' Langh.— = Leap, jnnip. 
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MiaCKLLANEOHS. 



May He, who gives the rain to pour, 

And wings tlie blast to blaw, 
Protect thee frae the driving shower, 

The bitter frost and suaw ! 
May He, the friend of woe and want, 

TVTio heals life's various stonnds,' 
Protect and gnard the mother-plant, 

And heal her ornel wounds I 
But late she fiourish'd, rooted fast, 

Fair on the sumicer morn; 
Kow, feebly bends she in the blast, 

Unsbelter'd and forlorn. 
Blest be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 

TJnsoathed" by mfSan hand I 
And from thee many a parent stem 

Arise to deck our land ! 



TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY, 

Wbb,' modest, erimson-tipp^d flower. 
Thou 'st met me in an evil hour ; 
For I maun crash amang the stoure' 

Thy slender stem ; 
To spare thee now is past my power, 

Thou bonnie gem. 
Alaal it's no' thy neebor sweet 1 
The bonnie Z/ari:, companion meet! 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet !' 
i' spreckled b: 



' Acute pidiiii— ' Unhmi— ' Smsll.— ' 
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Tet cheerftiUj thoii glinted' fortli 

Amid the storm, 
Scarce rear'd above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flowers our gardens yield, 
High. Blidtering woods and wa's maun shield; 
But thou, beneath the random bield' 

O' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie' atibile-Jield, 

TJuseeu, alaue. 

There, in thy scanty mantle clad, 
Thy snawie bosom sunward spread. 
Thou lifts thy nnassuming head 

In humble gniae ; 
But now the share np-tears thy bed, 

And low thou lies I 

Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweet j^owV^t of the rural shade! 
By love's simplicity betray'd, 

And gnileleas trust. 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is Idd 

Low i' the dnst. 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd; 

Unskilfnl he to note the card 

Of prudent lore, 
Till billows rage, and gales blow bard, 

And whelm him o'er I 

Snch fat« to suffering worth is given, 
Who long with wants and woes has striven, 
By human pride or cunning driven, 

To mis'ry's brink, 
Till wrenched of ev'ry stay but Seanen, 

He, ruin'd, sinkl 



-' Bhelter.— = Dry, ohspt, barten. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



Stem B,iiin^& plough-share drives, elate, 
TuE on thy bloom, 

Till cnish'd bencatli the furrow's weight. 
Shall be thy doom I' 



TO A MOUSE, 

Web, sleekit,' cow'rin',' tim'rous beaatie, 
Oh, what a panic 's in ihy breastie I 
Thou need na start aWa' sae hasty, 

Wi'bick'rin' brattle I' 
I wad be laith' to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murd'ring jiaHte.' 
I'm truly aorry man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social nnion, 
An' justifies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor earth-born companion, 

An' fellow-mortal. 
I doubt na, wlijles, but thou may thieve: 
What then ! poor beastie, thou maun live ; 
A da/imen ieher' in a thrwc^ 

'S a sma' request : 
I '11 get a blessing wi' the lave,' 

And never miss 't. 
Thy wee bit Jwusie, too, in ruin I 
Its silly wa's the wins'" are strewin' ! 
An' naething, now, to big" a new ane, 



■ When BnrnB flrat sirlved Id Bainbargh, tbe " Loinigflr," i « 
edited hy Henry Mackcnrfo, Esq., snlluir of tie ■■Man of Fee 
course of pablleatlon. In that poriodioil a whole rninbet (the - 
SBturday, Deoemliet S, ITeC) was devoWJ ' " ' 
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Thou saw tt^ fields laid bare aa' waste, 
And weary ■wiatef comiQ' i&st, 
An' cozie' here, becoatli the blast, 

Thoa thonglit to dwell, 
Till, crash 1 the cruel coulter pass'd 

Out thro' thy cell. 
That wee hit heap o' leaves an' stibhle, 
Has coat thee monie a weary nihhle 1 
Now thon 'a tnm'd out, for a' thy trouble. 

But' house or liiud,' 
To thole' the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' cranreuch' cauld! 
But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane," 
In pcoving foresight iaa,y be vain: 
The best-kid schemes o' mice an' www, 

Gang aft a-gley,' 
And lea'e ua naught but grief and pain, 

Tor promised joy. 
Still thou art blest, compared wi' me ! 
Ths present only touoheth thee; 
Bnt, och I I backward cast my e'e, 

On prospects drear ! 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 

I guess aa' fmr.' 



ON BOABIWU SOME WATBH-FOWl IS LOOH-1 

Wnr, ye tenants of the lake, 
For me your watery haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, fellow-oreatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly? 
TTTiy disturb your social joys, 



-' Off tbe right time. 
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MISCBLLANGOITS. 

Parent, filial, kindred ties, — 
Oommoa friend to you and me, 
Nature's gifts to all are free : 
Peaceful keep your dimpling wave. 
Busy feed, or wanton lave ; 
Or beneath the shelt'ring rock, 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for onr race, 
Soon, too soon, your fears I trace ; 
Man, your proud usurping foe. 
Would be lord of all below ; 
Plumes himself in Freedom's pride, 
Tyrant stem to all beside. 

The eagle from the cliffy brow, 
.Marking you his prey below, 
In his breast no pity dwells. 
Strong necessity compels : 
But Man, to whom alone is given 
A ray direct trom pitying Heaven, 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for hia pleasure slain. 

In these savage, liquid plains. 
Only known to wandering swains. 
Whore the mossy rivulet strays, 
Tar from human haunfa and ways; 
All on Nature you depend, 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if man's superior might. 
Dare invade your native right, 
Ou the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all has powers you scorn ; 
Swiftly seek on clan^ng ■wings. 
Other lakes and other springs ; 
And the toe you cannot bravo, 
Scorn at least to be his slave. 
14 
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SONNET. 
25, 1793, THi 



Sing on, sweet thrash, npon the leafless bough ; 

Sing on, sweet bird, I ligten to thy strain; 

See aged Winter, 'mid his surly reign. 
At thj- bljthe carol clears his fnrrow'd brow . 

So in lone Poverty's dominion drear, 
Sita meek Content with light, Tinaciious heart. 
Welcomes the rapid moments, bids them part, 

Nor asks if they bring aught to hope or fear. 

I thank thee, Author of this opening day ! 
Thou whose bright sun now gilds yon orient skiesi 
Eiches denied, thy boon was purer joys, 

What wealth could never give nor take away I 

Tet come, thou child of Poverty and Oare ; 
The mite high Heaven liestow'd, that mite with thee 
I 'U share. 



Ibhtman manl ouree on thy barbarous art, 
And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye : 
May never Kty soothe thee with a sigh, 

Kor ever Pleasure glad thy cruel heart I 

Go, live, poor wanderer of the wood and field, 

The bitter little that of life remains : 

No more the thickening brakes and verdant plains 
To thee shall home, or food, or pastime yield. 

Seek, mangled wretch, some place of wonted rest — 
No more of rest, but now thy dying bed I 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy bloody bosom press'd. 
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Oft as by winding Nitli I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I '11 miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse tlie ruffian's aim, and moum thy help- 



THE AULD FARMER'S 



.i.JT''otl§^^^^X..T. 



A GttiD new year, I wish thee, Maggie 1 
Hae there's aripp' to thy anld haggle;' 
Ibo' thon 's howe-backit,' now, an.' knag^e,' 

I 'vs seen the day 
Thou could hae gaen like onie staggie' 

Out-owre the lay. 
Tho' now thou 's dowie,' stiff, an' crazy, 
An' thy auld hide's as white's a daisy, 
I 'to seen thee dappled, sleek, and glaizie,' 

Ahonnie gray: 
He should been tight that daur't to raise* thee, 

Ance in a day. 
Thon ance was i' the foremost rank, 
A. filly, hiiirdly,' steere," an' swank," 
An' set weel down a shapely shank, 

As e'er tread yird ;" 
An' could hae flown out-owre a stank," 

Like onie bird. 
It's now some nine-an'-twenty year, 
Slu' thon was my gnid-fether's meere; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher" clear. 

An' fifty mark ; 
Tho' it was sma', 'twas weel won gear. 

An' thou was stark." 
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When, first I gaed to woo mj Jenny, 
Te then was trottin' wi' your minnie:' 
Tho' ye was triokie, sleo, an' funDie, 

Ye ne'er was donsie ;' 
But haraely, tawie,' quiet, an' caunio, 

An' unco sonaie.' 
Tliat day ye danced wi' muckle pride, 
When ye bare hanie my bonnie oi^e ,' 
An' sweet an' gracefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air I 
Kyle Stewart' I could bragged' wide, 

For 310 a pair, 
Tho' now ye dow' but hojte" and hobble. 
An' wintle like a sanmont-cobble,* 
That day ye was a jinker" noble, 

For heels an' win' I 
An' ran them till tliey a' did wauble," 

Far, far beliin'. 
When thou an' I were young au' skeigh," 
An' stable-meals at fairs were dreigh," 
How thou wad prance, an' snore, an' skreig 

An' ink the road ! 
Town's bodies" ran and stood abeigh," 

And ea't thee mad. 
When thou was oom't," an' I was melloW, 
We took the road ay like a swallow : 
At Brooses" thou had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith an' speed ; 
But ev'ry tail thou paid them hollow, 

Where'er thon gaed. 
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But sax Scotch, miles, thou trj't their mettle 
An' gar't them whaizle:' 

JJae whip nor spur, hut jnst a wattle" 
O' saugh' or hazle. 

Thou was a ■aahlafittie-lan^,' 

A3 e'er in tug or tow' was drawn I 

Aft thee an' I, in aught' hours gann,' 

On gnid March woivther, 
Hae tarn'd sax' rood beside our han' 

For days thcgittor. 

Thou never braindg't,' an' fecht," an' fliskit," 
But thy auld t^ thou wad hae whiskit, 
An' spread abreed thy weel-fill'd brisket," 

Wi' pith and power, 
Tin sprittj knowes" wad rair't and risket," 

And slypef owre. 

"When frosts lay lang an' snaws were deep, 
An' threaten'd labor back to keep, 
I gied thj cog" a wee bit heap 

Ahoon the timmer;" 
I kenn'd my Maggie wad na sleep 

For that, or simmer." 

In cart or ear thou never reflstit;" 

The steyest brae* thou wad hae faced it ; 

Thou never lap," and stent,** and breaatit," 

Then stood to blaw ; 
But jnst thy step a wee thing hastit," 

Thou snoov't" awa. 



-" Wooden dlsb.- 
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Forbye sax mae I Vo aell't awa',^ 

Tha^j thou hast nui-st : 
They drew me thretteeu puud an' twa" 

The vera warst. 
Monie a aair darg' we twa hae wrought, 
An' wi' the weaiy warl' fonghtl 
An' monie an aniiona day I thought 

"We wad be beat 1 
Yet here to crazy age we 're brought 

Wi' something yet. 

Aq' think na', my auld trusty seryan', 
That now perhaps thou 's leas deservin', 
An' thy anld days may end in Btarrin' 

For my last/iii*,' 
A heapetf stimporf,' I 'U reserve ane, 

Laid by for yon. 

We've woi-n to crazy years the^ther; 
We '11 toy te' about wi' ane anither ; 
Wi' teatie' care I '11 flit thy tether, 

To some hain'd' rig, 
Where ye may nobly rax" your leather, 

Wi' sma' fatigue. 



THE DEATH AND DYING WORDM OF POOK MA TT.tF, , 



As Mwlie, an.' her lambs thegither. 
Were ae day nibbling on the tether, 
Upon her doot" she ooost" a hitch, 
An' onre she warsled" in the ditch: 
There, groaning, dying, she did lie, 
When Hughoc" he came doytin'" by. 



lit.—' Heaped.—' The tlghth part of a 
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Wi' glowrin' eon,' an lifted han's, 
Poor Hnghoo like & statue stan'a ; 
Se B8W lier days were near-hfliid ended, 
But, waes my heart 1 he could na mend it; 
He gaped wide, but naething epak ! 
At length poor Hailie silence brak : 

" tliou, whase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my wofu' case I 
My dying words attentive hear, 
And bear them to my Master dear. 

" Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep, 
Oh, bid him never tie them mair 
"Wi' wicked strings o' hemp or hair ! 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will ; 
So may his flock increaae, and grow 
To scores o' lambs, and packs o' woo' 1 

" Tell him ho was a Master kin'. 
An' ay was guid to me and mine ; 
An' now my dying charge I gle him. 
My helpless lambs I trust tliem wi' him, 

" Oh, bid him save tlieir harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods,' an' butchers' knives' 
But gic them good cow-milk their fill, 
Till they be fit to fend themsel' : 
An' tent them duly, e'en and morn, 
"Wi' teats o' hay an' rips o' cem. 

" An' may they never learn the gaeta' 
Of ither vile wanrestfu"j)ei*; 
To slink thro' slaps,' an' reave,' an' steal, 
At stacks o' peaae or stocks o' kail. 
So may they, like their great forbears,' 
For monie a year come thro' the shears ; 
So wives will gie-them bits o' bread, 
An" bairns greef for them when they 're dead 

"My poor toop-lamh,' my son an' heir, 
Oh, bid him breed hira up wi' care I 
An' if he live to be a beast, 
T« pit some havius" in his breast! 



m-lmnb.— " Goofl-in 
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An' warn him, what I winna mune, 
To stay content -m' yowes' at hame ; 
An' no to riu an' wear h!a cloots' 
Like ither menseless,' graceless brates. 

"An' niest' my yowie, silly thing, 
Gnde* keep thee frae a tether string ! 
Oh, may tnon ne'er foi^ather* up 
Wt' onie blaatit,' moorland toop;° 
Bnt ay keep mind to rnoop' an' mell'° 
Wi' ■sheep o' credit like thysel I 

"And now, my bairns, wi' my last breath, 
I lea'e my blessin' wi' you baith ; 
An' when yon think upo' your mither, 
Mind to be kin' to ane anither, 

"Sow, honest Hughoc, dinna M 
To tell my Master a' my tale ; 
An' hid him bura this cursed tether, 
An' for thy pains, thoa '3 get ray blether."" 

This said, poor Mailie tnrn'd her head. 
An' closed her eea" araang the dead. 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEQT. 
Lamest in rhyme, lament in prose, 
"Wi' saut" tears trickling down your nose; 
Our Bardie's fate is at a close, 

Past a' remead;" 
The last aad cap-stane" of his woes ; 

Poor Mailie 's dead I 
It's no the loss o' wai'l's gear. 
That could sae bitter draw the tear, 
Or mak our Bardie, dowie," wear 

The mourning weed ■ 
He '3 lost a friend and neehor dear, 

In Mailie dead. 

•A.—* Nest— 5 God.— « To meoL— ' Blai 
!p.-.iiUeadl6.— HBIaddor.— isEjroa— > 
r top-alone.—' • "Worn wllh grief. 
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WV kindly bleat, when she did spy him, 



I wat she was a sheep o' sense, 

An' could behave herself wi' mense:' 

I '11 say 't, she never brak a fence 

Thro' thievish greed;' 
Our Ba,rdie, lanely, keeps the spenee' 

Sin' Mailie'a dead. 
Or, if he wanders up the howe,' 
Her living image in her yoice 
Comes bleating to liim, o'er the knowe, 

Tor bits o' bread; 
An' down the briny pearls rowe' 

For Mailie dead. 
She was nae get o' moorland tips,' 
Wi' tauted kef an' hairy hips ; 
For her forbears' were brought in ships 

Frae 'yont the Tweed ; 
A bonnier ^mA' ne'er cross'd the clipa 

Than MaUie dead. 
Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile wanchancie'" thing — a rape!" 
It maks guid fellows gim" an' gape, 

Wi' chokin' dread ; 
An' Robin's bonnet wave wi' crape. 

Tor Mailie dead. 
Oh, a' ye bards on bonnie Doon! 
An' wha on Ayr yonr chanters tune 1 
Oorae, join the melancholions croon" 

0' Robin's reed! 
His heart will never get aboon 

His Mailie dead ! 

1 Decency.— 5 QrOBajBeBl— ' Tha oonntry parlor,—' A ho 
• Roll.— • Ejim.- ' Huttsd flesee.— » Progenitoto.— » Flsece.- 
■> Bope.— fi To twist Vae teitaiw in £gaii;.— '^ A bollow m 
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THE HUMBLE PETITION OF BRUAR WATES.i 



Mt Lord, I know your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assails in vain; 
Embolden'd thus, I beg you 'II liear 

Your humble elave complwii, 
How saucy Plicebua' scorcLing beams, 

In flaming snmmer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy strearas. 

And drink my crystal tide. 

The lightly-jumping glowrin" trouts. 

That thro' my waters play. 
If, in their random, wanlon spouts, 

They near the mai^in stray; 
If, hapless chancel they linger lang, 

I 'm scorching up so shallow, 
They 're left the ■whit'ning etanes amang. 

In grasping death to wallow. 

Last day I grat' wi' spite and teen,' 

As Poet Bwrna came by, 
That, to a Bard, I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry ; 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween. 

E'en as I was he shor'd' me ; 
But had I in my glory been. 

He, kneeUng, wad adored mc. 

Here, foaming down the aholvy rocks, 

In twisting strength I rin ; 
There, high my boiling torrent smokes, 

Wild-roaring o'er a linn ;' 
Enjoying lai^e each spring and well. 

As Kature gave them me, 
I am, altho' I say 't mysel. 

Worth gauu' a mile to see. 

1 Brnar Falls, in Athole. toe oieeodliig]? plotoresqne and beau 
the effsct is mucb impsirod bj the wnnt oftreesand sbrubs. 

" SloriDg.— ' ■Wept— < Grief, Borrow,—' Offared.— • A preiJpicc, 
lill.— ' flobis. 
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Would then my noble master please 

To grant ray highest wishes, 
He '11 shade my banks wi' tow'riag trees, 

And honnie Bpreading bushes ; 
Delighted doubly then, mj Lord, 

You '11 wander on my banfss, 
And listen monie a gmteftd bird 

Return you tuneful thanks. 

The sober lav'roclt' warhling wild, 

Shall to the slde<^ aspire; 
The gowdspint," mnaic's gayest child, 

Shall sweetly join the choir : 
The blackbird strong, the Untwhite' dear, 

The mflvb' mild and mellow; 
The robin pensive autumn cheer. 

In all her looks of yellow : 

This, too, a cov^ shall insure. 
To shield them from the storm ; 

And coward mankin' sleep secure. 
Low in her grassy form ; 

Here shall the shepherd make his seat, 
To weave his crown of flowers ; 



And here, by sweet, endearing stealth, 

Shall meet the loving pair, 
Despising worlds with all their wealth. 

As empty, idle care. 
The flowers shall vie in all their charms, 

The hour of heaven to grace, 
And hirks' estend their fragrant arms, 

To screen the dear . ' 



Here haply too, at vernal dawn. 
Some musing Bard may stray. 

And eve the smoking dewy lawn, 
And misty mountain, gray; 

Or, by the reaper's nighfly beam, 
Mild-oheck'ring thro' the trees, 

' Lark.— 5 QoMHncli.— ' Linnet—' Tbmsb.— • Tha Lata—' 
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Kave to my darkly dashing stream, 
Eoaree-swelling on the breeze. 

Let lofty firs and ashes cool 

My lowly banks o'erspread, 
And view, deep-bending in the pool, 

Their shadows' wat'ry bed : 
Let fragrant birks,' in woodbines drest, 

My craggy cliffe adorn ; 
And for the little songster's nest, 

The close embow'ring thorn. 

So raay old Scotia's darling hope, 

Tour little angel band, 
Spring, like their fathers, ap to prop 

Their bonor'd native land! 
So may, thro' Albion's farthest ken, 

To social-flowing glasses, 
The grace be— " Athole'a honest .men. 

And Athole's bonme lasses 1" 



The simple Bard, rongh at the mstio ploagb. 

Learning his tnnefiil trade from ev'ry bongh ; 

The chanting linnet, or the mellow thrush, 

Hailing the setting snn, sweet, in the green thorn-bush ; 

The soaring lark, the perching red-bvoost shrill, 

Or deep-toned plovers, gray, wild whistling o'er the liill; 

Shall he, nursed in the peasant's lowly shed, 

To hardy Independence bravely bred, 

By early Poverty to hardship steel'd, 

An.d train'd to arms in stern Misfortune's field ; 

Shall he be guilty of their hireling crimes, 

The servile, mercenary Swiss of rhymes ( 

Or labor hard the panegyric close. 

With all the venal soul of dedicating Prose! 

No 1 thoagh his artless strains he rudely sings, 

And throws his hand uncouthly o'er the strings, 

^ Birch-trees. — ' BrldgcA 
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He glows witli all the spirit of the Bard — 
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear reward I 
Stffl, if some patron's generous care he trace, 
Sltill'd, in the secret, to bestow with grace; 
When Ballautyne' befriends his hnmble name, 
And hands the rustic stranger np to fame, 
With heart-felt throes his grateful bosom swells, 
The god-lilte bliss, to give, alone excels. 

'Twas when the stacks get ou their winter-hap,' 
And thflck and rape' secure the toil-won crap ; 
Potatoe-bings are snngged up frae skaith' 
Of coming Winter's biting, frosty breath ; 
The beeg, rejoicing o'er their summer toils, 
Unnnmber'd buds, an' flowera' delicions spoils, 
Beal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen piles, 
Are doora'd by man, that tyrant o'er the wealc, 
The death o' devils — smoor d' wi' brimstone reek f 
The thundering gnus aro heard on ev'ry side, 
The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide ; 
The feather'd field-mates, iMmnd by Nature's tie, 
Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage lie: 
(What warm poetic heart, but inly bleeds. 
And execrates man's savage, ruthless deeds I) 
Nae mair the flower in field, or meadow springs; 
Nae mair the grove with airy concert rings, 
Except perhaps the robin's whistling glee, 
Prond o' the height o' some bit talf-lang tree : 
The hoary morns precede the sunny days, 
Mild, calm, serene, wide spreads the noon-tide blaze, 
While thick the gossamer waves wanton in the rays. 
'Twaa in tiat season, when a simple Bard, 
Unknown and poor, simplicity's reward ; 
Ae night within the ancient burgh of Ayr, 
By whim inspired, or haply press'd wi' care ; 
He left his bed, and took his wayward rout, 
And down by Simpson's' wheel'd the left about; 
(Whether impell'd by ali-directing Fate, 
To witness what I ^ter shall narrate ; 
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Or whether, rapt in meditation liigh, 
He wander'd out, he knew not where nor why ;) 
The drowsy Dangeon-dock had nnrahered two, 
And Wallace Tower" had sworn the feot was true ; 
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen-sounding roar, 
Throngh the still night dash'd hoarse doDg the 

All else was hnsh'd as Nature's closed e'e ; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tower and tree : 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam, 
Orept, gentlj-crastjng, o'er the guttering stream. 
When, lot oa either hand the list'ning Bard, 
The clar^ng sugh' of whistling -wings he heard ; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight dr, 
Swift as the Gh>s' drives on the wheeling hare ; 
Ane on th' Auld Brig his hairy shape aprears. 
The ither flatters o'er the rising piers; 
Our warlock' Rhymer instantly descried 
The Spirits that owre the Brigs of Ayr preside. 

2 hat bards are second-sighted is nae joke, 
id ken the lingo o' the sp'ritual folk ; 
Fays, spimfcies, kelpies, a', they can explain them, 
And even the vera deils they brawly ken them.) 
Auli Brig appear'd of ancient Pictiah race, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face r 
He seem'd as ho wi' Time had warstled' !ang, 
Tet teughiy doure,* he bade' an nnco bang.' 
JTeui Brig was buskit' in a braw new ooat, 
That he, at Lon'on, frae ane Adams, got ; 
In 'a hand five taper staves as smooth 's a head, 
Wi' virls" and whirly^gums'' at the head. 
The Goth was stalking round with ansioua search 
Spying the time-worn flaws in every arch; 
It chanced his new-come neebor took bis e'e, 
And e'en a vex'd and angry heart had he 1 
Wi' tbieveless" sneer to see his modish mien. 
He, down the water, gies him this gnid-e'en :" 

• Dnngenn-clock and Wallaee Tower, llio two aleoples.— " The eonHnned 
Dsbfog noisa of wina.— = Tbe goa-hswfc, or falcon.— i Wiiari— ' Wreatlei 
-• ToDghljr duTible,— ' Did tide, stislma. or cndura— 8 Snst^oed the re- 
leited shoclts of the floods and onrrenls,— • DraSBed.— " A ring wiilch Bur- 
ounds a colnmn, Ac— "Useiessornsaienla— "Gold, dry— spoken of aper- 
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I donbt na', frion', ye'll think je're nae shee 
shank,' 
Ance ye were streokit' o'er frae tank to bankl 
Bat giE ye be a brig as aald as me, 
Tho' faith that day, I donbt, ye '11 never see ; 
There'll he, if that date come, 111 wad a bodle,' 
Some fewer whigmeleeries' in joar noddle. 



Anld Vandal, ye hut show jonr little mense,' 
Just much abont it wi' yonr scanty sense ; 
Will your poor, narrow foot-path of a, street^ 
Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when they ni 
Your ruin'd, foroiless balk o' stane an' lime, 
Compare wi' bonnie brigs o' modem time? 
There's men o' taste would take the Dackatstiei 
Tho' they shoald cast the very sark' and swim. 
Ere they would grate their feelings wi' the viev 
Of sic an ugly Gothic hulk as you. 



Conceited gowk 1' puffd np wi' windy pride 1 
This raonie a year I 've st«od the flood an' tide ; 
And tho' wi' crazy eild° I 'm sair forfairn," 
I '11 be a brig when ye 're a shapeless edm ;" 
As yet ye little kea about the matter, 
But twa-three winters vrill inform ye better. 
When heav^, dark, continned, a'-day rains, 
Wi' deepening delnges o'erfiow the plains ; 
When from Uie hiEs where springs the brawling 

Coil, 
Or stately Lugar's mossy fountains boil, 
Or whore the Greenock winds his moorland course. 
Or haunted Garpal" draws his feeble source, 

Ho mean poiaonago.— ' Slratched.— ' Bet b bodle ; 1. e, a amgll coln.- 
Fhims, tiinelea.— » Qood-braodlng.— • A noted ford jaat sbore Aula BrI 
Shirt— "CqcHoo; »pplied 83 & term of contempt— ' Old ■gc.—i»Woi 
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Aroused bj blustering winds an' spotting thowes," 
In monie a torrent down hia snaw-broo rowes;' 
WLile crashing ice, borne on the roaring apeat,' 
Sweeps dams, an.' mills, an' brigs, a' to the gate ; 
And from Glenbuck,' down to the Eatton-key,' 
Anld Ayr is just one lengthen'd, tumbling sea; 
Then down ye '11 hnrl — deU nor je never rise ; 
Anddashthegumliejanps'np to the pouring skies: 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 
That architecture's noble art is lost. 



Kne architecture! tj'owth, I needs must say 'to't^ 
TheL — dbe thankit that we've tint the gate'o't! 
Gaunt, ghastly, gliajst-alluring edifices, 
Hanging with tireatening jut, hke precipices ; 
O'er-arching, mouldy, gloom-inspiring coves, 
Snpporting roofs fantastic, stony groves ; 
"Windows and doors in nameless sculpture drest, 
With order, symmetry, or taste nnblest ; 
Forms like some bedlam statuary's dream, 
The crazed creations of misguided whim ; 
Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended knee,^ 
And stni the »econd dr«id commmid be free, 
Their likeness is not found on earth, in air, or sea. 
Mansions that would disgrace the building taste 
Of any mason, reptile, bird, or beast ; 
Kt only for a doited' monkish race. 
Or frosty maids, forsworn the dear embrace ; 
Or cuifs' of latter times, wha held the notion 
That sullen gloom was sterling true devotion ; 
Fancies that our guid Burgh'" denies protection. 
And soon may they expire, unbless'd with resurrection 1 



O ye, my dear-remember'd ancient yealings," 
Were ye but here to share my wounded feeSngs [ 
Te worthy Proveses, an' monie a Bailie, 
Wla in the paths of righteousness did toil ay; 



nnldy jerks of agilated wal*r.— ' Lost Uie wsy of It— » BlBpeflaa.— 
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Te dftinty Deacons, and ye douce' ConTeeners, 
To whom our moderns are but caasey-cleanera ; 
Te godly OouQcila wha hae blesa'd tiis town, 
Te godly Brethren of the sacred gown, 
Wha meekly gae yonr hardies' to tie smitera ; 
And {what would now be strange) ye godly Writers: 
A' ye donee folk I Ve home aboon the broo, 
Were ye but here, what would you say or do t 
How would your spirits groan in deep vexation, 
To see such melancholy iflteratiou ; 
And, agonizing, curse the time and place, 
When ye begat the base, degenerate race! 
Nae langer reverend men, their country's glory, 
In plain brwd' Scots hold forth a plain braid story 1 
Nae langer thrifty citizens an' douce,' 
Meet owre a pint^ or in the oonncil-house; 
But staumrel,' corky-lieaded, graceless gentry, 
The herryment' and ruin of the country ; 
Men, three-parts made by tailors and by barbers, 
Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear' on d — dnew origa 
and hwbori! 



Now hand' you there 1 for faith ye 've sdd enough. 

And muckle' mair than ye can make to through." 

As for your priesthood, I shall say but little, 

Gorbie^^ and clergy are a shot right kittle f 

But under favor o' your langer beard. 

Abuse o' mapstrates might weel be spared : 

To hkea them to your auld-warld squad, 

I must needs say comparisons are odd. 

In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae" a handle 

To mouth a "citizen," a term o' scandal; 

Nae mair the council wadBles down the street. 

In all the pomp of ignorant conceit; 

Men wha grew wise priggin'" owre hops an' raisins, 

Or gather'd liberal views in bonds and seisins. 

If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 

Had shor'd" them with a glimmer of his lamp, 

1 ■wise,—' Ths loloa.— s Broad.— < ■Wise, pradtnt.— ' IIBl^wItt^a.— ■ Plnn- 
orem— ' Woll-sned mnnsy.- ' Hold.—* Miicli.-'« Mike out^ or prove.- 
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it kindly ia to aid them. 

What farther clislimaclaver' might heen sdd, 
Wbitt bloody wars, if sprites had blood to shed, 
No man can tell; but all before their sight, 
A fdry train appear'd in order bright ; 
Adown the glitt'ring stream they featly danced. 
Bright to the moou their various dresses glanced ; 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat. 
The infant ice scarce bent beneath their feet; 
While arta of minstrelsy amon^ them rung. 
And soul-ennobling barda heroic ditties sung. 
had M'Lauchlan,' thairm'-inspiring sage, 
Been there to hear this heavenly band engage, 
WTien through his dear atratMpeys they bore with 

HigUand rage ; 
Or when they struck old Scotia's melting airs, 



And e'en his matomess hand with finer touch inspired 1 
No guess could tell what instrument appear'd, 
But all the sonl of 'Mnsic's self was heard ; 
Harmonious concert rung in every part, 
While simple melody pour'd moving on the heart. 

The Genius of the stream in front appears, 
A venerable chief advanced in years; 
His hoary head with water-lilies crown'd, 
His manly leg with garter-tangle* hound ; 
Nest came the loTehest pair in all the ring, 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in hand with Spring ; 
Then, crown'd with flowery hay, came Eural Joy, 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye ; 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Led yellow Antumn, wreathed with nodding com ; 
Then Winter's time-bleach'd locks did hoary show, 
By Hospitality, with cloudless brow. 
Next follow'd Courage with his martial stride, 
TroDi where the Feal" wild-woody coverts hide ;. 
Benevolence, with mild, benignant air, 

Idia tale. — ^ A wcU-knowu i>erf6riaet of a^tUah mDBio on tbe vlolio. — 



i,r„-.dh.Google 



MISCELLANEOUS. 175 

A female form,' came from the towers of Stair; 

Learning and Worth in equal measures trode 

Trom simple Catrine,' their loag-loTed abode ; 

Last, white-robed Peace, erown'd with a hazel wreath, 

To rustic Agrioultare did bequeath 

The broken iron. iDstruments of DeafJi ; 

At s^ht of whom onr Sprites forgot tlieir liindling 



Among the heathy hills and ragged woods 

The roaring Fyers pours his mossy floods ; 

Till fall he dashes on the rockj mounds, 

Where, tliro' a shapeless breach, his stream resounds. 

As high in ftir £he bursting torrents flow. 

As deep recoiling snrges foam below. 

Prone down the rook the wliitening sheet descends, 

And viewless Echo's ear, astouish'd, rends. 

Dim seen thro' rising mists and ceaseless showers, 

The hoary cavern, wide-anrroimding, lowers. 

Still thro' the gap the straggling river tolls. 

An' stiU, below, the horrid cauldron boils — 



Admirino Nature in her wildest grace. 
These northern scenes with weary feet I trace; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful steep, 
The abodes of covey d gronse and timid sheep. 
My savage journey, cnrious, I pursue, 
Till famed Breadalbane opens to my view. 
The meeting clifis each deep-sunk glen divides. 
The woods, wild-soatter'd, clothe their ample sides ; 
Th' outstretching lake, embosom'd 'mong the hills, 
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The ore with 'wonder and amazement fllla ; 
The Tay meand'ring sweet in infant pride, 
The palace rising on Ma verdimt Bide ; 
The lawns wood-fringed in Natare'a natiye taste ; 
The hillocfss dropt in Natnre'a careless haste; 
The arches striding o'er the new-horn- stream ; 
The Tillage glittering in the noon-tide beam — 

Poetic ardors in my bosom swell, 

Lone, wandering by the hermit's messy cell : 

The sweeping theatre of hanging woods ; 

Til' incessant roar of headlong tumbling floods — 

Here Poesy might wake her heaven -tanght lyre, 
Aad look through Natnre with creative fire ; 
Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconciled. 
Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bonnds. 
Find balm to sooth her bitter, rankling wounds. 
Here heart-stmck Grief might heavenward streteh 

And injured Worth forgot and pardoa man.' 



INSCniPTION FOK AN ALTAR TO INDEPENDENCE, 

Tnou of an independent mind. 

With soul resolved, with soul resign'd ; 

Prepared power's prondest frown to brave. 

Who wilt not be, nor have a slave ; 

Virtue alone who dost revere, 

Thy own reproach alone dost fear, — ■ 

Approach this shrine, and worship here. 
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OH PASTORAL POETRY. 
Hail, Poesie! thou nymph reserTcd! 
In ehaee o' thee what orowda hae swerved 
Frae coraraon senae, or sank euerved 

'Mang heaps o' olavers ;' 
Andoch! o'er aft' thy joes' hae starved, 

'Mid a' thy favors 1 

Say, lassie, why thy train amang. 
While lond tho trump's heroic clang. 
And sock or buskin, skelp' alang 

To death or marriage. 
Scarce ana has tried the shepherd-sang, 

But wi' miaoarriage? 

Ill Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives ; 
Esohylua' pen Will Shakspeare drives ; 
Wee' Pope, the kuurlin,' till' him 'rives 

Horatian fame;' 
In thy sweet sang, Barbanld, survives 

Even. Sappho's flame. 

But thee, Theocritus 1 wha matches! 
They're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches; 
Squire Pope hut busks" his skinklia" patches 

O' heathen tattera : 
I pass by bunders," nameless wretches. 

That ape their betters. 

In this hraw age o' wit and lear," 
Will nane the shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly iu its native air 

And rural grace ; 
And wi' the far-famed Grecian, share 

A rival placet 



' Idle stories.—" Over orien.— ' Thy lovers.—' Trip.—' Littlo.— ' DwsrT. 
_TTfp.— 3'EiTeaUorBlittnIiiinc; L c divides, or shares feme wiQi HotMa.— 
• Dresses. — '° A Bmall portion. — " Hundieda.-" LeBtnlng.—!' B07.— 
H Fbnrard.— " AUso Eiunssj. 
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Tion need na jouk' beyond the hallan,' 

A chiel sae clever ; 
Tie teeth o' time may gnaw Tamtallan,' 

Bnt ttion 'a forever! 
Thou paints anld Nature to the nines, 
In thy Bweet Oaledoman linos; 
Nae gowden' stream thro' myrtles twines, 

"Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines, 

Her griefs will tell I 
In gowany glens' thy biimie' strays, 
Where bonuie lasses bleach their claes;' 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes, 

Wi' hawthorns gray, 
Where blackbirds join the shepherd's lays 

At close o' day. 
Thy rural loves are Natnre's sel';' 
Nae bombast spates" o' nonsense swell; 
Nae snap" conceits, but that sweet spell 

O' witchin' love, 
That charm, that can the strongest quell. 

The sternest move. 



Hbae, Land o' Cokes, and biilier Scots, 
Frae Maidenkirk to Johnio Groat's ; 
If there 's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it:" 
A chieid 's amang yon takin' notes, 

And, faith, he 'E prent it. 
If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel" wight, 

1 To Latig the hesd.— s 4 pirtj-wall Id a cotUga-' The name dI 
Wq.— 'Eiactly, to a nicely,— > GoMen, — • DaMed dslen— ' I 
' Clothes.—" Self.—" TonenB,— " SborU— '> ladrlae jou to le 
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0' sfatare short, but genius bright, 

That 'b he, mark weel — 
And wow !' he has an imco slight' 

O' oonk and keel.' 
By some auld houlet'-haunted higgia',' 
Or kirk deserted by its riggen. 
It's ten to ane ye '11 find hira snug in 

Some eldritch' part, 
"Wi' deils they say, L— d safe 's ! colleaguin' 

At some black art. — 

Ilk ghaist' tha,t haunts anld ha' or cham'er, ' 

Te gipsey gang that deal in glamor,' 

And you deep-read in hell's black grammar, 

Warlocks"' an' witches; 
Te'll quake at Ma conjuring hammer, 

Ye midnight b — es ! 
It 's tauld he was a aodger" bred, 
And anc wad rather fa'n than fled; 
But now he 's quat" the spurtle blade," 

And dog-skin wallet, 
And taen the — Antiqiiorian trade, 

I VSiiiik they call it. 
He has a fouth" o' auld nick-nackets : 

Busty aira caps" and jme'lng jaoiets," 
Wad hand the Lothians three in taokets," 

A towinont gnid ;" 
An' parri tell -pats," and auld saut-baokels, 

Before the flood. 
Of Eve's first fire he has a cinder; 
And Tabal-Cain's Cre-shool and fender ; 
That which distinguished the gender 

O' Balaam's ass ; 

1 An eiclBtnation of pleasni*. or wonder.—' Great elelght. or deilcrity.- 
> Ctalt and red clsy.—' An owl—" Building. See his AntiqolUfs of Scot- 
»nd.— TrightruJ.gliaall)'.— 'Esch ghost.— > Old hsll, or chamlier.— »For- 
rana-tillLDfi, pretandlng to a knowleflga of Oitore evcnta hy ms^e, ice— 
I' WLisrds.- " Boldier.— '3 Did quit— '= A sort of nickname for ■ sword. 
-" A plentr.— " Iran helmets.- '« Coaa of mail, Aa Sea his Treatise on 
indent Aimm.— " SinaU nwls,- " Would furnlali tache enough to snpplj 
the Ihiee counties ol Lotbiwi (or a twelvemonth.— >• Porrid£«-pola. 
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Forbye,' he 11 shape von aff, fa' gleg,' 
Tte cut of Adam's philibeg;' 
The knife that nicket AbePa craig/ 

He 'Jl prove you fully 
It was a faulding jocteleg,* 

Or long-kdl gollie." 
But wad ye see him ia hia glee, 
(For meikle glee and fun. has he,) 
Then set him dowo, and twa or three 

Gnid fellows wi' him; 
And port, port! shine thou a we«, 

And then ye '11 see him 1 
Now, by the powers o' yerse and prose 1 
Thou art a dduty chield,' O Grose I 
Whae'er o' thee shall ill suppose, 

They aairmisca' thee; 
I 'd take the rascal by the nose, 

"Wad say. Shame fa' thee ! 



VERSES WaiTTEN AT SELKIRK' 
Attld chuckie Reekie"s sair dastrest, 
Down droops her ance wee! burnisbi crest, 
Nae Joy her bonuie buskit" nest 

Oau yield ava," 
Her darling bird that she lo'es best, 

"Willie's awa I 
O ■Willie was a witty wight," 
And had o' things an unco" slight; 
Auld Ecekie ay he keepit tight. 

And trig an' braw :" 



' To "William Creech, Esq., Edlnlrargh, aulliop of "Fngitlvo Piaow," An, 
ad lie Poet's wortliy publisher. 

" Eaiobai^h.— " DresBcil-Ji At sIL— '" A anperior genlns.— " Teiy 
rent—" Spcuoe aai fine. 



r„-.dh.Google 



The stiffest o' them a' lie bow'd, 
Tte banldeat o' them a' he cow'd ;' 
Ttey durst nae mair-thaii he aUow'd, 

That ■was a law : 
We've lost a birkie' weel worth gowd, 

■WiUie'aawal 

Now gawkies, tawpies, gowks and fools,* 
Frae colleges, and boarding-schools, 
May sprout Uke simmer pnddock-stools,' 

In glen or shaw ;° 
He who coald brush them down, to mools,' 

Willie's awa I 
The brethren o' the Oommeroe-ohaumet' 
May mourn their loss wi' doolfu' clamor; 
He was a dictionar and grammar 

Aniang them a' ; 
I fear they '11 now mak mony a Btammer, 

Willie's awa! 
Nae meur we see his levee door 
Philosophers and poets ponr,' 
And toothy critics by the core. 

In bloody raw I 
The adintant o' a' the score, 

Willie's awa! 
Now worthy Gregory's Latin face, 
TVtlcr's and Greenfield's modest grace ; 
M'Kenzie, Stuart, such a brace 

As Eome ne'er saw ; 
They a' mann" meet some ither place, 

Willie's awa 1 
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Soared frae its minnie' and the clecken' 
By hoodie-craw;' 

Grief's gien' his heart an unco tickin', 
WiUie'sawal 

Now every sour-mou'd, ^min"' bldlnm,' 
And Oalvin'a fock' are fit to fell him ; 
And self-conceited critic skellnra.' 

His quill may draw; 
He wha could hrawlie' ward their heUum," 

Willie's awal 

Tip ■wimpling," stately Tweed 1 've aped, 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 
And Ettriok banks now roaring red, 

While tempests hlaw ; 
But every joy and pleasure 's fled, 

Willie's awal 

May I be slander's common speeoli ; 
A test for infamy t« preach ; 
And, lastiy, streekit" out to bleach 

In winter snaw; 
"When 1 foi^et thee I Willie Creech, 

Tho'farawa! 

May never wicked fortune tonzle him 1 
May never wicked men bamboozle himl 
Until a pow" as anld" 's Methnsalem I 

He canty clawl" 
Then to the blessed, new JemsaJem, 

Fleet wing awa I 



LIBEKTT.— A FRAGMENT. 
Thbb, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among — 
Thee famed for martial deed and sacred song — 

To thee I turn with swimming eyes ; 
Where is that sonl of fi-eedom fled! 

Mottiet.— ' Brood.—' The pewltgnll.— * QlTcn.— ' Grinning.— < A talt- 
fcUow.— ' People.- 8 A -worUilwa fellow.—' Finely.-" Thsir ill-ngtura 
■ Meandering.—" Slrelthefl.- " Head.—" Old.— 1« Cbeerftillj Bcratch, 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 1 

Immingled with the mighty dead 1 

Beneath that hallow'd tni-f where Wallaoe liea 1 
Hear il; not, Wallace, ia thy bed of death ! 

Te babbling winds, in silenco sweep ; 

Disturb aot ye the liero'a sleep, 
Sov give the coward secret breath. — 

Is this the power in freedom's war 

ITiat wont ta bid the battle rage f 
Behold that eye which shot immortal hate, 

Orushing the despot's proudest bearing, 
That arm wMcb, nerved with thandering fate, 

Braced nsurpation's boldest daringl 
One quenched ia darkness like the sinking star, 
And one the palsied arm of tottering, powerless ag< 



THE VOWELS.— A TALE. 
'TwAa where the birch and sounding thong are pUed, 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride; 
"Where Ignorance her darkening vapor throws, 
And cmelty directs the thickening blows ; 
Upon a time, Sir Abece the great, 
In all his pedagogic powers elate. 
His awful chair of state resolves to monot. 
And call the trembling vowels to acconnt, 

Rrst euter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn wight, 
Bnt, ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sight ! 
His twisted head look'd backward on bis way. 
And flagrant from the sooui^e, he grunted, ai / 

Reluctant, E stalk'd in ; with piteous grace 
The justhng tears ran down his honest facel 
That name, that well-worn name, and all his own. 
Pale he surrenders at the tyrant's throne ! 
The pedant stifles keen the Eoman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can compound ; 
And nest the tifle following close behind, 
He to the nameless, ghastly wretch assign'd. 

The oobweb'd gothio dome resounded T I 
In sullen vengeance, I, disdain'd reply: 
The pedant swung hia felon cudgel round. 
And knock'd the groaning vowel to the ground I 
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In rnefol apprehension enter'd 0, 
The wailing minstrel of despairing woe ; 
Th' Inquisitor of Spain, the most expert, 
Might there hare leamt new mysteries of his art r 
So grim, defonn'd, with horrors entflring XT, 
His dearest friend and brother scarcely knew! 

As trembling V stood staring all agnaat, 
The pedant in his left hand clutch'd him fast, 
In helpless infants' tears he dipp'd his right, 
Baptized him ev, and kick'd him from his sight. 



How wisdom and folly meet, mis, and unite ; 
How virtue and vice tilend their black and their white ; 
How genius, the illustrious father of Action, 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction — 
I sing; If these mortals, the critics, should bnstle, 
I care not, not I, let the eritioa go whistle. 

But now for a patron, whose name and whose glory 
At once may illnstrate and honor my story. 

Thou first of onr orators, first of our wits ; 
Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky hite ; 
"With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong, 
ITo man with tiie half of 'em e'er went far wrong ; 
With passions so potent, and fancies so bright^ 
No man with the half of 'cm e'er went qnite right; 
A sorry, poor misbegot son of the Muses, 
For using thy name offers fifty excuses. 

Good L^d, what is man 1 for as simple he looks, 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his crooks ; 
With his depths and his shallows, his good and his evil, 
All in all he 's a problem must puzzle the devil. 

On his one ruling passion Sir Pope hugely labors. 
That, like th' old Hebrew walking-switeh, eats up its 

neighbors: 
Mankind are his show-box — a friend, woidd you know 

himf 
Pull the string, raling passion, the picture will show him. 
What pity, in rearing so beauteous a system. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 18. 

One trifling particular, trath, should have miBs'd him ; 
For, spite of hia fine, theoretic positions, 
Mankind is a science defies definitions. 

Some sort all onr qnalitica each to its tribe, 
And diink human nature they tmly descrihe ; 
Have yon found tliis, or t'other? there's more in the 

As by one drunken fellow his comrades you 11 find. 
Bnt such ia the flaw, or the depth of the plan. 
In the make of tiat wonderful creature oall'd Man, 
No two virtnes, -wiiatever relation they claim, 
Nor even two different shades of the same, 
Though, like as was ever twin brother to brother, 
Possessing the one shall imply you've the other. 



SKETCH.' 
A LITTLE, upright, pert, tart, tripping wight, 
And sdU his precious self his dear delight; 
Who loves his owe smarts shadow in the streets, 
Better than e'er the fairest she he meets : 
A man of fi»shion too, he made his tour, 
Leam'd we la iagatelle, et'ewe Vamow ; 
So travell'd monkeys their grimace improve, 
Polish they grin, nay, sigh for ladies' love. 
Much specious lore but little understood ; 
Veneering oft outshines the solid wood; 
His solid sense — by inches yon must tell, 
Bnt mete his cunning by the old Scots ell ; 
His meddling vanity, a busy fiend. 
Still making work his selfish craft must mend. 

' This ekelcli seema to be one of & eeries, intended for s prpjecte 
under the title of "Tbe Poet's Pregress." ThiacharaiMBrwaa sent m 
men, accompsnled bj b letter, to Ptof^sor DngsU Stewirt, tn whi 
thns noticed: "Tbe fragment beginoliig'Alitlle, npriglit, pert. Isil 
Live not shown to any man living, till I now show it to yon. It fa 
poBtnlala, tlio aiioms, tHa deflnlUon of s character, whicb. It it Bppei 
sbsll be placed In a variety of llgbti This partjcnlu part I send Jon 
aa t, sample afni; hand at pottrait sketching," 
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SCOTS PKOLOGUE. 



What needs this din about the town o' Lon'on, 
How this new play an' that new eang ia oomin' } 
Why is outlaadiah stuff eae mickle courted S 
Does nonsense mend like whisliy, when imported! 
Is tliere nae poet, burning iieen for fame. 
Will try to gie us sangs and plays at hame 1 
For comedy abroad he need na toil, 
A fool and knave are plants of every soil ; 
Nor need he hunt as far as Rome and Greece, 
To gather matter for a serious piece ; 
There 's themes enough, in Caledonian story, 
Would show the tragic muse in a' her glory.— 

Is there no daring bard will rise, and tell 
How glorious Wallace stood, bow hapless fell? 
Where are the muses tied that could produce 
A drama worthy o' the name o' Bruce; 
How here, even here, he first unsheatli'd the sword 
'Gainst mighty England and her guilty lord ; 
And after mony a bloody, deathless doing, 
Wreneh'd his dear oounUy from the jaws of ruin ? 
O for a Shakspeare or an Otway scene, 
To draw the lovely, hapless Scotlish queen 1 
Tain all th' omnipotence of female charms 
'G^nst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion'a arms. 
She fell, but fell with spirit truly Eoman, 
To glut the vengeance of a nval vroman : 
A woman, tho' the phrase may seem uncivil, 
As able and as cruel as the devil I 
One Douglas lives in Home's immortal .page. 
But Douglases were heroes every age : 
And though your fathers, prodigal of life, 
A Douglas follow'd to the martial strife. 
Perhaps if bowls row right, and Eight succeeds, 
Te yet may follow where a Douglas leads ! 

As ye hae generous done, if a' the land. 
Would take &^ muses' servants by the hand ; 
Not only hear, but patronize, befriend them. 
And where ye justly can commend, ooimnead them ; 
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An^ aiblins' when they winiia stand the teat, 
Wink hard and say, the folks hae done their best ; 
Would ft' the land do this, then I '11 he cantion' 
Ye '11 soon hae poets o' the Scottish nation, 
Win gar" Fame hlaw until her trumpet crack. 
An' warsle' Time an' lay him on his back ! 

Tor us and for our stage shonld ouy spier,' 
" Whaae anght thae chieia' raaks a' this bustle here !" 
^ best leg foremost, I '11 set up my brow, 
We ha¥e the lionor to belong to you ! 
We 're your ain bairns, e'en guide us as ye like, 
But like good inithers, shore' before you strike, — 
An' gratefu' still I hope ye '11 ever find us, 
For a' the patronage and meikle kindness 
We've got frae a' professions, sets and ranks: 
God help us I we 're hut poor— ye 'se get hut thanks. 



So song nor dance I bring ft-om yon great city 
That queens it o'er our taste^the raore's the pity: 
The', by the by, abroad why will you roam? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home : 
But not for panegyric I appear, 
I come to wish you all a good new-year ! 
Old Father Time deputes me here before ye, 
Wot for to preach, but tell his simple story. 
The sage grave ancient cough'd, and bade me say, 
" Ton 're one year older this important day ;". 
If leiser too — he hinted some suggestion. 
But 'twould be rude, you know, to ask the question ; 
And with a would-be-roguish leer and wink. 
He bade lue on you press this one word — "think I" 
Ye sprightly youths, quite flush with hope and 

Who think to storm the world by dint of merit, 
To you the dotai-d has a deal to say, 

1 Pethsps.— ' Seemitr.— ' Make,—' To Blmggle.— 'Inqnira— ' FellowB.- 
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18 BURHB S POEMS, 

In his sly, dry, senteatioTis, proverb *ay 1 

He bids jon mind, amid yonr thoughtless rattle, 

That the fii-st blow is ever half the battle ; 

That tho' some by the skirt may tiy to 8iiat«h him, 

Yet by the forelock is the liold to catch him ; 

That whether doing, suffering, or forbearing, 

You may do miracles by perseTering. 

Last, tho' not least in love, ye youthful fair, 
Angehc forms, high Heaven's peculiar care! 
To you old Bald-pate smooths his wrinkled brow. 
And humbly begs you '11 mind th' important — now ! 
To crown yonr happiness ho asks your leave, 
And offers, bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tho' haply weak endeavors, 
With grateful pride we own your many favors; 
And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal it, 
Beheve our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 



PROLOGUE, 

Spoken t)j Mr. Woods, on his Benefil MiEht, Mondir. April M, 17BJ. 

Whbk by a generous public's kind acclaim. 
That dearest meed is granted — -honest fame ; 
When, here your favor is the actor's lot, 
Nor even the man in, private life forgot ; 
What breast so dead to heavenly virtue's glow, 
But heaves impassion'd with the grateful throe! 
Poor is the task to please a barbarous throng, 
It needs no Siddons' power in Southern's song : 
But hero an ancient nation, famed afar 
For "genius, learning high, ss great in war — 
Hail, Caledonia! name forever dear! 
Before whose sons I'm honor'd to appear! 
Where every science, every nobler ajrt — 
That can inform the mind, or mend the heart, 
Is known; as grateful nations oft have found, 
Far as the rude barbarian marks the bound. 
Philosophy, no idle, pedant dream. 
Here holds her search, by heaven-taught Reason's 

Here History pMnta, with elegance and force, 
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MIS C BLLANBODS. 1 8 £ 

The tide of Empire's fluctoating course ; 
Here Douglas forma wild Shakapeare into plan, 
And Harley' ronsea all the god m man. 
When weR-forca'd taste, and sparkling wit unite, 
With manly lore, or female beauty bright, 
(Beauty, where faultless symmetry and grace 
Can omy charm us in the second place,) 
"Witness my heart, how oft with panting fear, 
Aa on thia night, I'ye met l^eae judges here! 
But still the hope Experience taught to live, 
Equal to judge — you 're candid t» foi^ve. 
No hundred-headed Riot here we meet, 
With decency and law beneath his feet, 
"Sov Insolence assumes fair Freedom's name ; 
Like Caledonians, you appland or hhime. 

Thou, dread Power I whose empire-giving hand 
Has oft been stietoh'd to shield the honor'd &nd, 
Strong may she glow with all her ancient fire ; 
May every son be worthy of his sire ; 
rinn may she rise with generous disdain 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's chwn ; 
Still self-dependent in her native shore, 
Bold may she brave grim Danger's loudest roar. 
Till Pate the curtain drop on worlds to be no more. 



TRAGIC FRAGMENT. 

[The fUUowlng TUMS were \iiltl«ii -when oar Poet was In bis tig 
iiln«te«flth year. It is an exclamation b7 a great cbaTActer o: 
with a child of ndseiy.] 

Ail devil as I am, a damned wret«h, 
A harden'd, stubborn, unrepenting villain, 
Still my heart melts at human wretchedness ; 
And with sincere tho' unavailing sighs, 
I view the helpless children of distress. 
With tears indignant I behold th' oppreaaor 
Eejoieing in the honest man's destruction, 
Whose nnanbmitting heart was all his crime. 
Even you, ye helpless crew, I pity you; 

> The Man of Feellnft writteD br Ur. Mai^snde. 
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BDRN8 8 P0BM9. 

Te, whom, the seeming good think sin to pity : 
Te poor despised, abandon'd Tagahonda, 
Whom vice, as usaal, has torii'd o'er to rnin. 
— 0, hnt for kind, tho' ill-requited friends, 
I had been driven forth like yon forlorn. 
The moat detested, worthless wretch among yon. 



■ early life.] 

Of all the nnmerons ills that hurt our peace, 

That presa the sonl, or wring the raintl with anguish, 

Beyond comparison, the worst are those 

That to oar foll^ or our guilt we owe. 

In eyery other circumstance, the mind 

Has this to say — "It waano deed of mine;" 

But when to all the evil of niisfortane 

This slang is added — "Blame thy foolish self," 

Or, worser far, the pangs of keen remorse ; 

Ihe tortnring, gnawing consciousness of gailt — 

Of guilt, perhaps, where we Ve involved others ; 

The young, the innocent, who fondly loved us, 

Kay more, that very love their cause of mini 

O bnrning hell ! in all thy store of torments. 

There 's not a keener lash I 

Lives there a man so firm, who, while his heart 

Feels all the hitter horrors of his crime. 

Can reason down its agonizing throbs ; 

And after proper purpose of amendment, 

Can firmly force his jarring thoughts to peace! 

O happy, happy, enviahle maul 

glorious magnanimity of soul! 



r„-.dh.Google 



MISOBLLANBOUB. 
ODE 

leld at Gdinbnrgb, nn t 






False flatterer, Hope, away ! 
Nor think to lure ua as in days of yore ; 

We Bolenmize this Borrowing natal day, 
To prove our loyal truth-t-we cau no more ; 
And, owning Hearen's mysterious sway, 
Submissiye, low, adore. 
Te honor'd, mighty dead! 
Who nohly perish'd in the glorious cause, 
Tour king, your country, and her laws 1 

From great Dandee, who smiling victory led, 
And fell a martyr in her arms, 
(What breast of northern ice but warms !) 
To hold Balmerino's undying name, 
Whose soul of fire Ughted at HeaYen's high flMne, 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed heroes claim. 
Not unrevenged your fate shall be. 

It only lags the fatal hour; 
Your blood shall with incessant cry 

Awake at last th' unsparing power, 
Ai9 from the clifi^ witlx thundering course, 

The snowy ruin smokes along 
With doubling speed and gathering force, 
Till deep it crashing whelms the cottage in the vale: 



SriLL anxious to secure your partial favor, 
And not less anxious, sure, this night than ever, 
A Prologue, Epilogue, or some sndi matter, 
'Twould vamp my bill, said I, if nothing better : 
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So, sought a Poet, roosted near the Bkiea ; 
Told him I oame to feast my curious eyes ; 
Swd, nothing like his works was ever printed: 
And last my Prologne-bnsiness slily hinted. 
"Ma'am, let me tell you," quoth my man of rhymes, 
" I know yonr bent — these are no laughing times : 
Can you — bnt Miss, I own I have my fears, — 
Dissolve in pause — and sentimental tears, 
With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sentence, 
Eonse from his sluggish slumbers fell Repentance ; 
Paint Vengeance as he takes his horrid stand. 
Waring on high the desolating brand, 
Calling the storms to bear him o'er a guilty land?" 

I could no more — askance the creature "eyeing, 
D'ye think, said I, this face was made for crying! 
IT! laugh, that's poz — nay more, the world shall 

know it ; 
And so, your servant I gloomy Master Poet I 

Firm aa mv creed, sirs, 'tis my flzed belief. 
That Misery 's another word for Grief ; 
I also think — so may I he a bride I 
That so much laughter, so mnob life enjoy'd. 

Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh. 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye ; 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five : 
Laugh in Misfortune's face — the beldam witch I 
Say, you '11 be merry, tho' you can't be rich. 

Thou other man of care, the wreteh in love. 
Who long with jiltisb arts aod airs hast strove ; 
Wio, as the houghs all temptingly project, 
Measur'st in desperate thought— a rope — thy neck — 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the deep, 
Peerest to meditate tne healing leap ; 
Wonldst then he cured, thou silly, moping elf, 
Langh at her foUiea — langh e'en at thyself; 
Learn to despise those frowns now so terriflc, 
And love a kinder — that 's your grand specific. 

To snm up all, be merry, I advise; 
And as we 're merry may we still be wise. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



THE RIGHTS OP WOMAN: 



VniLB Europe's eje is fii'd on mighty thinga, 
The fete of empires and the fall of kings ; 
Whi]e quacks of Btate mnst each produce his plan, 
And eren children lisp the Rights of Man ; 
Amid this mighW fuss just let me mention, 
TheBighU of Woman merit some attention, I '■7. • 

Pirst, in tie sexes' in1«rmix'd connection, 
One sacred Right of Woman is proteetion — 
The tender flower that lifts it head elate, 
Helpless must fail before the blasts of fate, 
Sunk on the earth, defaced it? loyely form, 
Unless your shelter ward the impending atiinn. 

Our second Eight — but needless here is caution, 
To keep that right inviolate 's the fashion. 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
He 'd die before he 'd wrong it — 'tis decorum. — 
There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days, 
A time when rough, rnde man. had naughty ways ; 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick. up a riot, 
Nay, even thus invade a lady's cjniot : 
Now, thank our stars 1 these Gothic times are fled, 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all well-bred — 
Most jnatJy think (and we are much the gainers) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor manners. 

Eor Eight the third, our last, our best, our dearest, — 
That right to flattering female hearts the nearest, 
Which even the Righta of Kings in low prostration 
Most humbly own — 'tis dear, dear admiration ! 
In that blest sphere alone we live and move ; 
There taste that life of life-^immortal love. — 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, airs, 
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage dares — 
When awful Beauty joins with all her charms. 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms? 

But truce with kings, and truce with constitutions. 
With bloody armaments and revolutions ; 
I^t Majesty vour fli-st attention summon, 
Ahl paira! the Majesty of Woman I 
17 
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BURNS S POEMS. 



CuBSB OE nngrateful raan, tliat can be pleased. 
And yet can starve the author of the pleasure i 
thou, my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my elder brother in the muses, 
With taaJTS I pity thy unhappy fate I 
Why is the bard unpitied by the world, 
Yet has so keen a relish of its pleasures? 



THE HENPECKED HUSBAND. 

CuEaBD be the man, the poorest wretch in life, 
Tlie crouching vassal to the tyrant wife I 
Who has no will but by her high permission ; 
Who has not sispenc* but in her possession ; 
Who mnst to her his dear friend's secret tell. 
Who dreads a curtain lecture worse than hell. — 
Were snoh the wife had fallen to my part, 
I 'd break her spirit, or I 'd break her heart : 
I 'd charm herwith the magic of a switch, 
I 'd kiss her maids and kick the perverse b — ii. 



LINES ON AN INTEEYIEW WITH LORD DAER. 

This wot ye all whom it concerns, 
I, Rhymer Eobi», alias Bums, 

October twenty-third, 
A ne'er-to-be-foi^tteu day, 
Sae far I sprachled' up the brae,' 

I dinner'd wi' a Lord. 
I Ve been at dmnken writers' feasts. 
Hay, been bitch-fou 'macg godly priests, 

(Wi' reverence be it spoken ;) 

' Orawled, or olarobered on the hsnda sad knee!.—* Hill. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 



I 're even join'd the honor'd jorum, 
When might;^ Squireships of the quornra 
Their hydra drouth' did aloken.' 

But wi' a Lord—HStand out my shin, 
A Lord — a. Peer — an Earl's son, 

Up higher yet, my .bonnet ; 
An' sic a Lord — lang Scotch ells twa,' 
Onr Peerage, ho o'erloolts them a' 

As I look o'er my sonnet 1 

But oh for Hogarth's magic power ! 
To show Sir Bardie's willyart* glower. 

And how he stared and stammer'd, 
When goayan* as if led wi' branks,' 
An' stnmpin' on his plonghman shaois, 

He in the parlor hammer'd. 

To meet good Stuart little pain is, 
Or Scotia's sacred Demosthenes, 

Thinks I, they are but men ! 
But Burns, my Lord— -Guid God I I doited,* 
My knees on ane anither knoited,' 

As faltering I gaed ben !' 

I sidling sholter'd in a nook, 
An' at his Lordship steal 't a look 

Like some portentons omen ; 
Except good sense and social glee, 
An' (what surprised me) mo ' 

I marked naught a 



I watot'd the symptoris of the great. 
The gentle pride, the lordly state, 

The arrogant assuming ; 
The flent a pride, nae pride had he, 
Wor sauce, nor state that I could see, 

Mair than an honest ploughman, 

1 Thirst—' SlBcken, or qncnob.— > L e. he wss ria feet high, 
look.— > Going, or WBlking.-' A kind of wooden curh tor hor 
itnpLfled.— 8 Knocked logether.— ' Went fnto tho parlor. 
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Then from his Lordahip I shall learn, 
Henceforth to meet with unconcern 

One rank as weel 's another ; 
Nae honesty wortliy man need care, 
To meet with nohle, youtiiful Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 



O THOU, dread Power who reign'st abore 1 

I know thou wilt me hear ; 
When for this soeno of peace and love, 

I make mj' prajep sincere. 
The hoary sire — the mortal stroke. 

Long, long, be pleased to spare 1 
To ble^ his little filial flock, 

And show what good men are. 
She, who her lovely offspring eyes 

With tender hopes and fears, 
Oh bless her with a mother's joys. 

But spare a mother's tears ! 



1 Dr. tauris, mloisler of Londoon, from nbnin tbe poet reosived many 
essential ravDrs. one of which, and none of tbe least, will be beat eipl^oed In 
his ami words;-."! had taken thelaat farewell of my few Mends— my chrat 
was on tbe toad to QteeDook. from whence I wu to embark In a few dajs 

doDU, ' The gloomy niglit la gatlieting: tist,' when a letter from Dr. Black- 
look, to »lHend of mine (Dr. LaoriB, who bad aent to Dr. Blaoklock a copy 

my poelle ambition. The doctor belonged to a set of critiia for whose ap- 
plause I had not dared to hope. His opinion that I would meet wltk ea- 



I posted fttr that dty, wlthont a single acqna 
trodaction. The banefiil star tliat had so 1on| 
my lenith, tor once made a revolglion to Ih. 
(laced me nndet the palronose of one of t 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

Bless him, thou God of love and troth, 

Up to a parent's wish I 
The beauteoas seraph sister-hand, 

With earnest teara I pray, 
Thou know'st the snares on every hand, 

Guide thou their steps alwaj I 
Whert soon or late they reach that coast, 

O'er life's rough ocean driveo, 
May they rejoice, co wanderer lost, 

A fimulj in heaven ! 



J, great Being ! what thou art 

1, that known to Thee 

Are all thy works helow. 
Thy creature here before Thee stands, 

All wretched and distrest ; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my sou] 

Obey thy high behest. 
Snre Thou, Almighty, canst not act 

Prom cruelty or wrath I 
Oh, free my weary eyes from tears ! 

Or close them fast in death ! 
But if I must afflicted be. 

To snit some wise design ; 
Then man my soul with firm resolves 

To bear and not repirfe I 



THOtr, unknown. Almighty c: 
Of all my hope and fear! 

In whose dread presence, ere a; 
Perhaps I must appear ! 
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If I have wander'd m those paths 

Oflifolonghttoshnn; 
As something, loudly, in my breast 

Bomoiistrates I haye done : 

Thon know'st that Thon hast formed n 
With passions wild and strong; 

And liatening to their witching voioe 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where liuman weakness has come shor 

Or frailty slept aside, 
Do Thou, All-Soodl for snoh Thou art 

In shades of darkaess hide. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

ITo other plea I have, 
But, TIiou art good; and goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 



STANZAS ON THE SAME OCCASION. 

WnT am I loth to leave this earthly scene ! 

Have I so found it fall of pleasing charms! 
8orae drops of joy with draughts of ill between; 

Some gleams of sunshine 'mid renewing storms. 
Is it departing pangs my soul alarms ; 

Or death's unlovely, dreary, dark abode ? 
For gnilt, for guilt, my terrors are in arras ; 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And jnstly smart bene^h his sin-aven^ng rod. 

Fain would I say, Torgive my foul offence ! 

Fain promise never more to disobey ; 
But should my Authoi healtli again dispense. 

Again I might desert fdr virtue's way ; 
Again in folly's path might go astray ; 

Agiun exalt the brute and sink the man ; 
Then how should I for heavenly mercy pray, 

Who act so counter heavenly mercy's plan f 
Who sin so oft have monrn'd, yet to temptation ran? 



n.Gi.)t)t^le 



UISCSLLANEOUg. 

O Thon, great Goveraor of all below I 

If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee, 
Thy nod can. mate the tempest cease to blow, 

Or atiE the tumult of the raging sea ; 
With th^t controlling power assist even me, 

Those headlong fnrions passions to confine, 
For all nnflt I feel my powers to he, 

To rnle their torrent in th' allowed line ; 
Oh, aid me with thy help, Omnipotence Divine I 



THE FIKST PSALM. 
Thb man in life, wherever placed, 

Hath happiness in store, 
Who walks not in the wicked's way, 

Nor learns their gnilty lore 1 
Nor from the seat of scomful pride 

Oasta forth his eyes abroad, 
But with humility and awe 

Still walks before his God. 
That man. shall flourish like the tfees 

Whioh by the streamlets grow; 
The frnitful top ia spread on high, 

And firm the root below. 
Bat he whose blossom bads in gnilty 

Shall to the ground be cast, 
And, like the rootless stuhble, tost 

Before the sweeping blast. 
For why? That God, the good adore. 

Hath ^ven them peace and rest. 
But hath decreed that wicked men 

Shall ne'er be traly blest. 



THE FIRST SIS VERSES 07 THE 90TH PSALM. 
THOU, the first, the greatest Jriend 

Of all the human race! 
Whose strong right hand has ever been 

Their sUy and dwelling-place I 
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Before the monntains beared their heads 

Beneath thy forming hand, 
Before this ponderous globe itself 

Arose at thy commaad : 
That Power whioh raised and still upholds 

This nniTorsal frame, 
From oonntless, iinbeginning time 

■Was ever still the same. 
Those mighty periods of years 

Which seem to us so vast, 
Appear no more before thy sight 

Than yesterday that's past. 
Thou giv'st the word : thy creature, man, 

Is to existence brought : 
Again, thou aayest, " Ye sons of men, 

Eetnm ye into naught!" 
Thou layest tbem, with all their cares, 

In everlasting sleep ; 
As with a flood thon tak'st them off 

With overwhelming sweep. 
They flonrish like the morning flower, 

In beauty's pride array'd ; 
But long ere night cut down it lies 

All withered and decay'd. 



A GRACE BEFOEE DINNEE. 

THOir, who kindly dost provide 

For every creature's want I 
We bless thee, God of Nature wide. 

For all thy goodness lent; 
And, if it please thee, heavenly Guide, 

May never worse be sent ; 
Bnt whether granted or denied, 

Lord, bless us with content, — Amen, 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 






Thou whom ohance may hither lead, 
Be thou dad in russet weeJ, 
Be thou deck'd in silieu stole, 
Grave these counsels on thy soul! — 

Life is but a day at most, 
Sprung from, night, in darkueaa lost; 
Hope not sunshine every hour, 
Fear not clouds will always lower. 

As youth and love with sprightly dance, 
Beneath thy moming-star advance, 
Pleasure, with her ayren air, 
May delude the thoughtless pair; 
Let prudence bless enjoyment's cup, 
Then, raptured sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flaming nigh, 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale? 
Life's proud summits wouldst thou scale ? 
Check tliy olimhing step, elate. 
Evils lurk in felon wait; 
Dangers, eagle-pinion'd, bold 
Soar around each cliffy hold ; 
While cheerful peace, with hnnet song, 
Chants the lowly della among.' 

As the shades of evening dose, 
Beckoning thee to long repose ; 
Aa life itself beoomea disease, 
Seek the chimneyineuk of ease; 
There, ruminate with sober thought. 
On all thou 'st seen, and heard, and wrought ; 
And teach the sportiTe younkers round, 
Saws qf experience, sage and sound. 
Say, "Man's true, genuine estimate. 
The grand criterion of his fate, 
Is not, Art thou high or low ! 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow 1 
Did many talents gild thy span? 
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BURNS S POEUS. 

Or frugal nature grudge thee one !" 
Tell them, and press it on their mind, 
As thou thyself mnst shortly find, 
The smile or frown of awfal Heaven 
To virtue or to vice is ^ven. 
Say, " To be just, and kind, and wise, 
There solid self-enjoyment lies ; 
That foolish, selflsn, faithless ways 
Lead to the wretched, vile, and base." 

Thns resign'd and qniet creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep ; 
Sleep, whence thou shalt ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break. 
Till fiitnre life— fUtnre no more. 
To light, and joy, and good restore — 
To light and joy nnknown before 1 

Stranger, gol Heaven be tbygnidet 
Quoth tiio Beadsman of Nith-side. 



WINTER.— A DIESR 

The wintry west extends his'blast, 

And hjul and ndn does blaw ; 
Or the stormy north sends driving fortli 

The bUnding sleet and snaw ; 
While tumbling brown, the burn comes dt 

And roars frae hank to brae ; 
And bird and beast in. covert rest 

And pass the heartless day. 
" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,'" 

The joyless winter-day. 
Let others fear, to n ' 



My griefs it „ , 

The leafless trees my fancy plea 
Their fete resembles mine I 
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Here, firm, I rest— they inTiat be best, 
Becanse tfiey are Thy ivjil I 

Then all I want (oh, do thou grant 
Thia one request of mine!) 

Since to enjoy thon dost deny, 
Assist me to resign. 



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN.— A DIRGE. 

Vhen chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One evening, as I wander'd forth 

Along the baniis of Ayr, 
I spied a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care; 
His face was farrow'd o'er with years. 

And hoary was his hair. 

"Young stranger, whitJier wand'rest thou!" 

Began the reverend sage ; 
" Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, 

Or yonthful pleasure's rage f 
Or, haply, prest with eares and woes, 

Too soon, thou hast began 
To waoder fortli with me to mourn 

The miseries of man 1 
" The sun that overhangs j'on moors, 

Outspreading fkr and wide. 
Where hundreds labor to support 

A haughty lordling's pride t 
I've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return ; 
And every time has added proofs 

That man was made to mourn. 
" man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time I 
Misspending all thy precious hours. 

Thy glorious youthful prime! 
Alternate follies take the sway; 

licentious passions bum ; 
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"Look not alone on youthful prime, 

Or manhood's active inight ; 
Man then is nsefnl to his Mnd, 

Supported ja hia right; 
But see him on the edge of life, 

Witt oarea and sorrows worn, 
Then age and want, oh I iO-match'd pair I 

Show man was made to mourn . 

" A few aeem favoritfls of Fate, 

In pleasure's lap carest; 
Tet, think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise trulj blest. 
But, oh I what crowds in every land, 

Are wretched and forlorn ! 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn. 

That man was made to mourn. 

"Many and sharp the numerous ills 

Inwoven with our frame I 
More pointed still we make ourselves, 

"Regrei, remorse, and shame 1 
And man, whose heaven-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn ! 

"See yonder poor, o'erlabor'd wight, 

So abject, mean, and vile, 
Who bega a brother of the earth 

To give him leave to toil ;' 
And see hia lordly jellow-worm 

The poor petition spnrn, 
TTnmindfnl, though a weeping wife 

And helpless of&pring mourn. 



Mr,v™n.Ci.>l.)^lc 



MISCELLANBOUa. 

Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind! 
If not, why am I subject to 

Hia cruelty or scorn? 
Or why has man the will and power 

To make his fellow mourn! 
" Tet let not tliis too niach, my son, 

Disturb thy youthful breast ; 
This partial view of hnman kind 

Is snrely not the last I 
The poor, oppressed, honest man 

Had never, sure, been born, 
Had there not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn ! 
"ODeatlil the poor man's dearest friend ! 

The kindest and the beat ! 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest 1 
The great, the wealthy, fear tiiy blow, 

From pomp and ploaaure torn; 
But, oh 1 2 blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn !'" 



DESPONDENCT.— AN ODE. 
w'd with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh; 
Life I thou art a gallii^ load, 
Along a rough, a weai^ road, 

To wretches such as 1 1 
Dim, backward, as I cast my view, 

Wtat sickening scenes appear I 
What sorrows yet may pierce me thro', 
Too justly I may fear I 
Still caring, desp^ring, 
Must be my bitter doom ; 
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Happy, ye sons of bnsy life, 
"Who, equal to the bnstiing strife, 

No other view regard 1 
Evea when the wished end's denied, 
Tet while the husy meams are plied. 

They hring fieir own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight, 

Unfitted with an aim, 
Meet every sad returning night, 
And joyless mom, the same. 
You, bustUng, and iustling, 

Foi^t each grief and pain ; 
I liatlosB, yet restless, 
Find every prospect vain. 

How blest the Solitary's lot I 
Whoj all-foi-getting, all-forgot, 

Within his hnmble cell, 
The cavern wild, with tangling roots. 
Sits o'er his newly-gather'il fruits, 

Beside his crptal well I 
Or, haply, to hia evening tbonght, 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of men are distant brought, 

A f^nt collected 4reani : 
While praising, and riusing 

His thonghts to Heaven on high, 
As wandering, meandering. 
He views the solemn sky. 
Than I, no lonely Jiermit placed 
Where never human footstep traced, 

Less fit to play the part; 
The lucky moment to improve, 
Ai\A^U8t to stop and j«*( to move, 

With self-reapeoting art : 
But ah I those pleasures, loves, and joys. 

Which I too keenly taste. 
The 5 '- 
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MIS0ELLANE0D9. 

Or human love or hate, 
Wlilat I hero must cry here, 
At perfidy ingratel 

Oh 1 enyiable, early days, 

When, dancing thoughtless pleasure's 

To care, to gnilt unknown I 
How ill exchanged for riper tames, 
To feci the follies, or the crimes, 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elvea thalt gtiiltlesa sport, 

Like linnets in the bush, 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your wishl 
The losses, the crosses, 

That aetine man engage 1 

The fears all, the tears all. 

Of dim declining age.' 



TO RUIN. 
Aiihaill inexorable lord! 
At whoso destruction-breathing word 

The mightiest empires fall I 
Thy cruel, woe-delighted train, 
The ministers of grief and pain, 

A eollen welcome, all ! 
With stem-resolved despiuring eye, 

I see each aim^d dart ; 
For one has cat my dearest tie. 
And qnivers in my heart. 
Then lowering and pouring. 

The storm no more I dread ; 

Tho' thickening and blackening. 

Round my devoted head. 

And thou, grim Power, by life abhorr'd, 
While life a pleasure can afford. 

Oh! hear a wretch's prayerl 
No more I shrink, appall'd, afraid, 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 

To close this scene of care ! 
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When shall my soul, in silent peace, 

Eesign life's pylm day ; 
My weary heart its throhting cease, 
Cold mouldering in the clay! 
Ko fear more, no fear more. 
To stain ray lifeless face ; 
Enclasped and grasped 
Within thy cold embrace ! 



A WISTER NIGHT. 



Ween biting Boreas, fell and donre,' 
Sharp shivers thro' the leafless bower; 
When Phtebns gies a short-lived glower" 

Far sonth the lift,' 
Dim darkening thro' the flalsy shower 

Or whirlin' drift : 
Ae' night the storm the steeples roek'd, 
Poor labor sweet in sleep was lock'd, 
While bums,' in snawy wreaths np-ehoek'd, 

Wild-eddying swirl,' 
Or thro' the raining outlet hock'd,' 

Down headlong hurl. 
Ligtening the doors and winnocks' rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie' cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha hi5e this hrattlo 

0' winter war. 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing" sprattle 

Beneath a scar." 
Ilk happing" bird, wee, helpless thing, 
That, in the merry months o' spring. 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 
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What comes o' thee! 
Wharo wilt thou cower thy chittering wing, 

And cloas thy e'e 1 
E'en yon en mnrdering errands toil'd, 
Lone, froui your savage homes esileJ, 
The Wood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cote spoil'd, 

My heart forgets. 
While pitiless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phcehe, in her midnight reign, 
Darli, mnffied, view'd the dreary plain; 
Still crowding thonghta a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain, 

Slow, solemn, stole— ^ 

"Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust I 
And freeze, thoo bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows ! 
Not all your rage, as now nnited, sliowa 
More hard unkmdnesB, unrelenting, 
Vengeful malice, nurepenting, 
Thau heaven-illumined man on brother man bestows 

" See stem oppression's iron grip, 

Or mad ambition's goTj band. 
Sending, like bloodhounds from the slip, 

Woe, want, and murder o'er a land ! 

"E'en in the peaceful rural vale. 

Troth, weeping, tells the mournful tale. 
How pamper'd Lusury, Flattery by her side, 

The parasite empoisoning her ear, 

With all the servile wretches in the rear. 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide; 

And eyes the simple rustic hind. 
Whose toil upholds the glittering show, 

A creature of another kind, 

Some coarser substance, unrefined. 
Placed for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below. 
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The powers jou proudly own? 
Is there, beneath Love's noble name, 
Oaa harbor, dark, the selfish aim, 

To bless himself alone! 
Mark maiden-innoeence a prej 

To love-pretending anares, 
This boasted Honor turns away. 
Shunning soft Pitj's rising sway, 

Begardless of her tears, and unaralling pi'ayei'sl 
Perhaps, this bonr, in misery's squalid nest, 
She strains your infant to her joyless breast, 
And with a mother's fears shrinks at the rooking blast 1 
"0 yel who, sunk in beds of down, 
Feel not a want but what yourselves create, 
T hijl; for a moment on hia wretched fate, 
Whom friends and fortune qnit« disown I 
Ill-satisfied keen nature's clamoroas call, 

Stretch'd on his straw, lie lays himself to sleep, 
While, through the ragged roof and chinky wall, 

Chill o'er his slumbers piles the drifty heap I 
"Think on the dungeon's grim confine, 
Whore guilt and poor raigfortone pinel 
Guilt, erring man, relenting, view; 
Bnt shall thy legal rage pursue 
The ivretch, already crushed low 
By cruel Tortnue's undeserved blow) 
Affliction's sons are brotliers in distress, 
A brotlier to relieve, how esquiaite the bliss I" 
I heard nae mair, for chanticleer 
Shook off the ponthery snaw,' 
And hwl'd the morning with a cheer, 

A cottage-rousing craw. 
But deep this truth iropress'd my mind — 

Through all his works abroad, 
The heart, benevolent and kind, 
The most resembles God, 
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THE LAMENT, 



THOU pale orb, tliat silent shines. 
While care-nntrottbled mortals sleep ! 

Thou seest a ■nretch that inly pinea. 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 

With woo I nightly vigils keep, 
Beneath thy wan unwarming beam ; 

And moam in lamentaUon deep. 
How life and love are all a dream. 

1 joyless view thy rays adorn 

The faintJy-mark^d distant hill : 
I joyless view thy trembling horn, 

Reflected in tlie gurgling rill : 
My fondly fluttering heart, be still I 

Thou busy power, Remombranoe, cease ! 
Ah I must ttie agonizing thrill 

Forever bar returning peace I 

No idly-feign'd poetic pains, 

Uy sad love-lorn lamenlJngs olwm ; 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian stnuns; 

ITo fabled tortnres, qnaiut and tame : 
The plighted faith ; the mutual flame ; 

The oft attested Powers above ; 
The promised father's tender name— - 

These were the pledges of my love ! 

Encircled in her clasping arms, 

How have the raptured moments flown I 
How have I wish'd for Fortune's charms. 

For her dear sake, and hers alone 1 
And must I think it! Is she gone, 

My secret heart's exulting boast! 
And does she heedless hear my groan 3 

And is she ever, ever lost? 

Oh ! can she bear so base a heart, 
80 lost to honor, lost to truth. 
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As from the fondest lover part, 
The plighted husbaod of her youth I 

Alas 1 life's path may be nnamooth I 

Her way may lie through rough diatreas 1 

Then, who her pangs and painB will soothe, 
Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 

Te winged hours that o'er na pa5t, 

Enraptared more, the more eiijoy'd, 
Tonr dear remembranoe in my breast 

My fondly treaaurod tbonghts eraploy'd. 
That hreas^ how dreary now and void, 

For her too scanty once of room I 
Eretj every ray of hope destroj'd. 

And not a wish to gild the glooml 

The mom that wama the approaching day, 

Awakes me up to toil and woe : 
I see the hours in long aia^y, 

That I mnat snffer, lingering, slow. 
Full many a pang, and many a throe, 

Keen recollection's direful train. 
Must wing my sonl, ere Phfebns, low, 

Shall kiss the distant western main. 
And when my nightly couch I try. 

Sore harass'd out with care and grief. 
My toil-beat nerves, and tear-worn eye, 

Keep watchings with the nightly ttiief : 
Or, if I slumber, Fancy, chief, 

Keigns hazard-wild, in sore affright: 
Even day, all-bitter, brings relief 

From such a horror-breathing night ! 
tbon bright queen, %ho o'er the expanse 

Now highest reign'at, with boundless sway I 
Oft has thy dieut-marking glance 

Observed us, fondly- wandering, stray I 
The time, unheeded, sped away, 

While love's Insnrioiis pulse beat high, 
Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 

To mark the mutnal-kindling eye. 
Oh 1 seen* 

Scenes n 
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MISCXLLAHEOue. 

Scenes, if, in stupor, I forget, 

Again i feel, again I Ijum: 
From evei'y joy and pleasure torn, 

Life's weary vale I'll ■wander through : 
And hopeless, oomfortleas, I '11 monrn 

A faithless woman's broken vow.' 



O'bb the mist-shronded cliffs of the lone mountain straying, 
Whcro the wild winds of winter incessantly rave. 

What woes wring raj heart while intently surveying 
The storm's gloomy path on the breast of the wave I 

Ye foam-crested billows, allow me to wail, 

Ere ye toss me afar from mj loved native shore ; 
Where the flower which hloom'd sweetest in Coila'a green 

The pride o' my bosom, my Mary 'a no more. 

N'o more by the banks of the streamlet we 11 wander. 
And smile at the moon's rimpled face in the wave ; 

No more shall my arms cling with fondness around her, 
For the dewdrops of morning fall cold on her grave. 

Wor more shall the soft thrill of love warm my breast, 
I haste with the storm to a far distant shore ; 

Where unknown, unlamented, my ashes shall rest. 
And joy shall revisit my bosom no more. 



The wind blew hollow frae the hills, 

By fits the sun's departing beam 
Look'd on the fading yellow woods 

That waved o'er Lugar's winding stream : 

A df t£ll or lliB dronmstanoa on which tbia affscHng Poem was eomi 

I be fonrd in Lockhwfs Lifa ot the Poet, p. S5. 

First published In tho DHmWes Waeily Jonmal, JbIj- SIS, J915. 
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14 BITRNa's POEMS, 

Beneath a craigy steep, a. Bard, 
Laden with years and meikle' pain, 

In loud lament hewaO'd Lis lord, 
Whom deatli hod all untimely taen.' 

He lean'd him to an ancient aik,' 

Whose trunk was mouldering down with years; 
His locks were bleached whit* wi' time, 

His hoary cheek was wet wi' tears I 
And as he touch'd his trembling harp, 

And as he tuned hia doleful sang. 
The winds, lamenting thro' their oaves, 

To echo bore the notes alang. 

" Ye scatter'd birds that faintlj sing, 

The relics of the vernal choir 1. 
To woods that shed on a' the winds 

The honors of the agSd year I 
A few short months, and glad and gay, 

Again ye 'II charm the ear and e'e; 
But aocht* in all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me, 
" I am a bending aged tree. 

That long has stood the wind and rain, 
But now has come a cruel blast, 

And my last hald' of earth is gaue ; 
ITae leaf o' mine shall greet the spring, 

Kae simmer sun exalt my bloom ; 
But I maun lie before the storm, 

And ithers plant them in my room, 
"I've seen sae monie changofn' years, 

On earth I am a stranger grown ; 
I wander in the waya.'of men, 

Alike unknowing and nnknown: 
Unheard, unpitied, nnrdieved, 

I bare alane ray lade o' care, 
For silent, low, on beds of dust, 

Lio a' that would my sorrows share. 



' Unch.—' Tftken.— 
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MieCELLANEOtrS. 

The flower amaog onr barons bold, 

His eonntrj's pride, his country's stay : 
In weary being now I pine, 

For a' the life of life is dead, 
And hope has left my ag^d ken, 

Oa forward wing forever fled. 
" Awake thy last sad voice, ray harp 1 

The voice of woe and wild despair 1 
Awake 1 resonnd thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evermair! 
And thon, my laat, best, only friend, 

That fillest an untimely tomb, 
Accept this tribute from the Bard 

Thou brought from Fortune's mirkest' gloom. 
"In poverty's low barren vale. 

Thick mists, obscure, involved me round ; 
Tho' oft I tnm'd the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to bo found : 
Thou fonnd'st me like the morning sun 

That melts the foga in limpid air ; 
The friendless Bard and rustic song 

Became alike thy fostering care. 
"Oh! why has worth so short a date? 

Vhile villiuus ripen gray with time, 
Must thou, the noble, generous, great, 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime 5 
Why did I live to see that day 1 

A day to me so fiiU of woe ! 
Oh I had I raet the mortal shaft 

Which Idd my benefactor low ! 
" The bridegroom may fot^t the bride 

Was made his wedded 'wife yestreen; 
The monarch may foi^t the crown 

That on hia bead an hour has been ; 
The mother may forget the child 

That smiles aae sweetly on her knee ; 
Bnt I 'U remember tbee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for ine I'" 
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Thoo, wlio thy honor as thy God rever'st, 

Who, save thy mind's reproach, naught earthly fear'st, 

To thee this votive offering I impart, 

The tearful tribute of a brolien heart. 

The/Hend thon valued'at, I the patron, lovei; 

His worth, his honor, all the world approved. 

We 11 raoum till we too go as he haa gone, 

And tread the dreary pam to that da,ric world anknown. 



LAMENT OF MARY, QUEKK OF SCOTS, 



Kow Nature hanga her mantle green 

On every blooming tree. 
And spreads her sheets o' daisies white 

Out o'er tlie grassy lea: 
Now Phffibus cheers the crystal streams, 

And glads the azure skies ; 
But nocht can glad the weary wight 

That fast in durance lies. 
Now lav'rocks wake the merry mom, 

Aloft on dewy wing; 
The merle,' in his noontide bower, 

Makes woodland echoes ring ; 
The mavis" mild, wi' many a note, 

Sings drowsy day t« rest : 
In love and freedom they r^'oice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 
Now blooms the lily by the bank, 

The primrose down the brae; 
The hawthorn 's budding in the ^en, 

And milk-white is the slae ; 
The meanest hind in fair Scotland 

May rove their sweets amang ; 

1 The Blukblrd.— ■ The Thnuh. 
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MISCELLANEOUS. 

Bnt I, the Qaeen of a' Scotland, 
Jilann' lie in prisoa Strang.' 

I was tlie Queen o' bonnie France, 

"Where happy I hae been ; 
Ttt" lighUy raise I in the morn, 

As bljtho lay down at e'en ; 
And I 'm the Sovereign of Scotlaad, 

And monie s traitor tbore ; 
Tet here I lie in foreign bands. 

And never-ending care. 
Bnt as for thee, thoa false woman, 

My sister and ray f^. 
Grim Vengeance, yet^ shall whet a sword 

That tbiongh tby sonl shall gae: 
The weeping blood in woman's breast 

Was never known to thee ; 
ITor th' balm that drops on wonncis of woe 

Prae woman's pitying e'e. 
My son I my son 1 may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign, 

That ne'er wad blink' on mine! 
God keep the frae thy mother's faes. 

Or turn their hearts to thee ; 
And where thon meet'st tby mother's friend, 

Remember him for mo ! 
Oh I soon, to me, may summer suns 

Nae midr* light up the morn ! 
Nae mwr, to me, the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow coml 
And in the narrow honee o' death 

Let winter round me rave ; 
And the next flowers that deck the spring. 

Bloom on my peaceful grave 1 
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EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH.' 

Dbae Smith, tie sleeat,' pawkie* thief. 
That e'er attempted steaJth or rlef,* 
Te surdy hae some warlock-breef 

Owre human hearts ; 
For ne'er a bosom yet was prief 

Agidnat your arts. 

For me, I swear by sun and moon, 
And every star that blinks aboon, 
Te Ve ooat me twenty pair o' shoon 

Just gaua to see you ; 
And erery ither pair that's done, 

Mair taen' I 'm wi' yon. 
That auld oaprioions carlin' Satiire, 
To mak amends for sorimpit' stature, 
She's tum'd you off, a human oreatura 

On her first plan, 
And in her freaks, on every feature, 

Just now I've teen (he fit o' rhjme, 
My barmy" noddle 's working prime, 
My fancy yerkit" np sublime 

Wi' hasty si 
Hae ye a leisure-moment's lime 

To hear what 's 

1 Thea a fibopkeeper lit Manchllne. lEe aJ 
Indies, where be died. 

' PrononDoad ^ta-est, slyest— = Cnnnlng.— 
•Proof.—' More delighted.— » A Btuut old worn 
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Some rhyme, a neebor'a name to kah ; 

Some rhyme (vajn thought I) for needfu' cash ; 

Some rhyme to court the countra clash,' 

An' raise a din ; 
For me, an aim I never fash !' 

I rhyme for fan. 
The star that rules my luckier lot, 
Has fateii me the russet coat, 
An' damn'd my fortune to the groat;' 

But, in. requit. 
Has blesa'd me wi' a random shot 

0' countro wit. 
This while my notion 's taen a aklent,' 
To try my fate iugnid black prent; 
Bttt atil] the mair I 'm that way hent, 

Something cries—" Hoolie I' 
I red' you, honest man, tidt tent!' 

Ye 'U shaw your folly. 

" There 's ither poets, much your betters, 
Far seen in Greek, deep men o' letters, 
Hae thought they had insured their debtors 

A' future ages ; 
Now moths deform in shapeless tetters 

Their unknown pages," 

Then fareweel hopes o' laurel-boughs. 
To garland my poetic brows 1 
Henceforth I 11 rove where busy ploughs 

Are whistling thrang. 
And teach the lauely heights an' howes' 

My rustic sang. 

I'll wander on wi' tentless* heed 
How never-halting momenta speed, 
Till fate shall snap the brittle thread; 

Then, all unknown, 
1 11 lay me with th' inglorious dead. 

Forgot and gone! 

1 Country talk.—" To 
t Tsko tlmo ana consider. 
» ThonaMlMs. 
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10 BUBNS'S POEMS. 

But why o' death, hegin a tale? 

Just now we 're livicg, sound, and hale, 

Then top and main-top crowd the sdl, 

HeftTe care owre-sitle I 
And large, hofore enjoyment's gale, 

Let 's tak the tide. 

This life, sae far 's I understand, 
Is a' enchanted, fairy land. 
Where pleasure is the magic wand. 

That, wielded right, 
Males hours like minutes, hand in hand, 

Dance by fti' light. 

The magic wand then let ns wield ; 
For, anee' that five-an'-forty 's speel'd,' 
See craay, wearyjjoyless eild,' 

Wi' wrinkled face, 
Oome hostin',' Mrpliu',* owre the field, 

Wi' creepin' pace. 

Wlion anoe life's day draws near the gloami 
Then fareweel Yaeant careless roamin' ; 
An' fareweel eheerfa' tankards foamin'. 

An' social noise ; 
An' fareweel, dear, deluding woman, 

Thejoy of joysl 

O Life! how pleasant in thy morning, 
Young Fancy a rays the hills adorning I 
Oold-pauaing Caution's lesson scorning, 

We frisk away, 
lake school-hoya at th' expected warnii^. 

To joy and play. 

We wander there, we wander here. 
We eye the rose upon the hrier, 
Unmindful that the thorn is near 

Amang the leaves ; 
And tho' the puny wound appear. 

Short while it grieves. 



' Onoa— ' To cUmb,— > Old »ge.— < CooghlDg.— ' Hobbling.—' TwIHght. 
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Some, lucky, find a flowery spot, 
For which they never toil d nor swat;' 
They drink the sweet, and eat the fat^ 

But' caro or pain; 
And, haply, eye the barren hut 

With high disdain. 
With steady aim some fortune chase ; 
Keen Hope does every sinew brace; 
Thro' Mr, diro' foul, they urge the race, 

And seize the prey ; 
Then caume,* in some cozie* pl^ce. 

They close the day. 
And others, like your hnmblo servan', 
Poor wights ! nae rules nor roads observin', 
To tight or left, eternal swervin', 

They zig-KBgon; 
Tin curst with j^, obscure an' starvin', 

They often gronn. 
Alas I what bitter toil an' straining — 
But tmce with peevish, poor complaining! 
Is Fortune's fickle luna waning! 

E'enlct her gang! 
Beneath what light she has remiuning 

Let's sing our sang. 
My pen I here fling to the door. 
And kneel, " Ye Powers !" and warm implore, 
"Though I sliould wander terra o'er, 

In all her climes, 
Grant me but this, I ask no more, 

Ay rowth' o' rhymes. 
" Gie dreeping roasts to cpuntra lairds, 
Till ieielea hang frae their beards ; 
Gie fine braw elaes' to fine life-guards, 

And maida of honor i 
And yill' an' whisky gie to cairds,' 

tTntil they sconner.' 
" A title, Dempster'" merits it ; 
A garter gie to Willie Pitt; 

1 DM B-eit— ' Witiont— ' DEjffroualj-.— ' Snns.— = Plcnlj'.- 
' Ala— ' mokcrs.—" Loathe it— '" George Dempster, E?<i, ff I 
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" Wliile ye are pleased to keep me hale, 
I '11 sit down o'er my acaiitj meal, 
Be 't water-brose' or ranslin-kail,' 

Wi' oheerfu' face, 
As laiig 's the Muses dinna fail 

To saj the grace." 

An aniioas e'e I never thi^ows 
Betiint ray Ing, or by my nose ; 
I jouk' beneath miafortane'a blows 

As weel 's I may ; 
Sworn foe to sorrow, care, and prose, 

I rhyme away. 

yo donee' folk that live by nde. 
Grave, tideleaa-hlooded, calm and cooL 
Compared wi' you — Ofool! fool I fool I 

How much nnlikel 
Yoar hearts are just a staDdiug pool, 
Your lives, a dyte I 

Hae hflir-brain'd, sentimental traces 
In your unletter'd, nameless fooeal 
In arioso trills and graces 

Ye never stray, 
But, gravissirao, solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt yo 're wise ; 
Nae ferly* tho' joi do despise 
The harum-scaruTO, ram-stara° boys, 
The rattlitt' squad : 

1 see joa upward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road.— 



■f wise.—' With M 
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Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 
Bnt quit my sang, 

Oontent wi' yon to mate a pair, 
Where'er I gang. 



TO JOHN LAPKAIK, 



Whue briers an' woodbines budding green, 
An' paitricka' scraichin' loud at e'en, 
An' morning poaaie' wbiddin" seen, 

Inspire my Muse, 
This freedom in an unknown frien' 

On Fasten-e'en* we had a rookin',* 

To ca' the crack" and weave the stoekin' ; 

And there was muckle fun an' joekin', 

To need nae doubt ; 
At length we had a hearty yokin' 

At sang about. 

There was ae sang,' amang the rest, 
Aboon. tbem a' it pleased me best, 
That some kind husband had addrest 
To some sweet wife : 

' TbSa Is B term derived trom those ptJoiltiYe times, wben the connti? 
umineii employed their l^nre boun in epInDlng on the rock or distaff. Tbli 
Inslrnment being very portsblB, WMwell flttedlo Mcompany lis owner loB 
neighbor's house ; hence Ibe pbraao of 'f/oini/ a rochtng or imtt the root. 
The conneoMon, however, which tho phraso hsd with the Implement wm for- 
gotten sttcr the took gtve place to lis spinning-wheel, jnd men telted of 
going g-rocking is well sa women. It was at one of these rockings, or social 
parties, that Mr. Laptaft's song was jqng. Burns bolus informed who was 
the snlhor, wrote his first epistle to Lapralk | and his second In reply to his 



' The Eong here alluded to was written by Mr. Jjpraii after Bnstdning a 
conriaersbla pecanlatj' loss. In conseiiuenec of soma connecUon as eecuri^ 
for several potsons concerned fn the fsllnre of the Ayr bank, he wae obliged 
to Bell hlB arm of Dalftam, near Mnirtirk. One day, while hie wife was fret- 
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BUttNBS POEMS. 



I 've scarce heard aoght describes sae wee!. 
What generous, manly boaoms feel ; 
Thought I, " Oan this bo Pope, or Steele, 

Or Beattie's wark?" 
They tauld me 'twas an odd kind chiel' 

About Muirkirk, 

It pat me fidgin'-fain" to hear 't, 
And sae about him there 1 spier't ;' 
Then a' that kent him ronnd declared 



He had in^ne,' 
That nane excell'd it, few cam ne. 
Itwas sae fine. 


ar't. 


ting orer tbelr mlsfortancs, he composed it with a 
.ndfiTtl/jharreslgradon. It is as Ibllowa: 


,viowt»modcrMe her grief 


Wlien I u]Mii Ui J bosom leui, 
Ana touiiy clasp thee b' my giE. 





AndintM 


opghtdiitur 




ugh her csrt 


Andbf^he 


r not 10 a™, 


Haolajoyf 




United rtill 


ter heart an 


ThfytBliket 
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That, set him to a pint of sle, 

An' either donee,' or merry tale, 

Or rhymes an' songs he'd made himsel, 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween Inverness and Tiviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

Then np I gat, an' swoor an aith, 

Tho' I should pawn my pleugh and gnuth,' 

Or die a cadger-pownie's' death, 

At some dyke-back, 
A pint an' ^11 1 'd pe them baith 

To hear yoar crack.* 



)' mde aa' rongh, 
Yet crooning" to a body's se!, 

Does weel enough. 

But jnst a Rhymer, like, by chance. 
An' hae to learning nae pretence, 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er ray Muse does on me glance, 

I jingle at her, 

Yonr critic-folk may cook their nose. 
And say, "How can you e'er propose, 
Yon wha ken hardly verse frae prose, 

To mak a sang!" 
But, by yonr leaves, my learned foes. 

Ye 're may he wrang. 

What's a' yonr jargon o' yonr schools, 
Yqnr Latin names for horns and stools; 
If honest Nature made you fools. 

What sairs' yonr grammars) 
Ye 'd better taen up spades and shools, 

Or knappin'-hammers. 



iney.— • CooTMia.— ' EhTrolnt 
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A set o' dull, conceited hasLes,' 
Oonfnse their brains in college classes 1 
They gang in sldrks,' and come out asses, 

Plain truth to speak ; 
An* sjne' thoy think to clirah Parnassus 

By dint o' Greek I 
Gie me ao spark o' S^ature's tii"©, 
That 'a a' fie learning I desire ; 
Then tho' I drudge thro' dah' and mire, 

At plough or cart, 
My Muse, tho' hamely in attire. 

May touch the heart. 
Oh for a spunk o' Allan's glee, 
Or Pei^usson's, the banld and slee,* 
Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to bo, 

If I can hit it I 
That would be lear" enough for me, 

If I could get it, 
N'ow, Sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends, I b'lieve, are few, 
Yet if yonr catalogue be fu',' 

I 'so no insist, 
But gnf ye want a friend that's true, 

I 'm on your hst. 
I winna blaw' about mysel; 
As ill I like my fautg to toll ; 
But friends, and folk that wish me well. 

They sometimes roose" me, 
Tho' I maun own, as raonie still 

As sair'" abuse me. 
le fant" they whiles lay to me, 
. . . js— Gude forgie me ! 
a plaek'' they wheedle frae me ! 

At dance or fair; 
Maybe some ither thing they gie me. 

They ■weel can spare, 

■ atupia felloffs, who know neither Imw to dtess. ot to behitFe with 
propriety. 

'Largo cslves.— 'Then. — • A pnnd. — ' Siy. — ' Learnlnc. — ' FulL — 
" Wm not boBrt.— ' Praise me.—'" Bote.— " Oai imalt fault.— '» An old 
Sooloh coin, the Ibird put of a SeoltU pennj-. 
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Bnt Maacliliiio race, or Matichline fair; 
I should be proud to meet you tiiore ; 
We 's6 gie a night's discharge to care, 

If we forgather,' 
An' hae a swap o' rhjmia'-ware 

Wi' ane anitlier. 
Tho four-gili chap,° we 'se gar* him clatter, 
An' kirsen' him wi' reeldng water ; 
8yne' we'll sit down an' tide our whltter,' 

To cheer onr heart ; 
An' faith we 'se be aeqadnted better 

Before we part. 
There 'a naething like the honest nappy I 
Whaur'll ye e'er sea men sae liappy, 
Or womea aonaie, saft an' sappy, 

'Tween laoru aa' raom. 
As them wha like to taste the drappie 

In glass or hora! 
I 've seen me daez't' upon a time ; 
I scarce could wink or see a atynje; 
Just ae half mnclikin does me prime. 

Aught less is little. 
Then back 1 rattle on the i-hjme 

As gleg 'a a whittle ! 
Awa' ye seHish, warly' raee, 
Wha think that liavins," sense, an' grace, 
Even love an' friendship siionld give place 

To catch the plackl"* 
I dinna like to see your face 

Nor hear yonr crack. 

Bat ye whom social pleaanre charms, 
"Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your being on the terms — 

"Each aid the others 1" 
Come to my bowl, come to my arras. 

My friends, my brothers ! 

Meet—' A pnb or meaaure, !n wlikh whlakj or oUier splrilfl wi 
Make.—' To ehristCD,- = Then.—' A. hearty drsnglit of ilquor.- 
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But to conclude- my kog epistle, 

As my auld pen 'b worn to the grisale ; 

Twa lines frae you wad gar me Cssle,' 

Who am most fervent, 
While I can either sing or whissle, 

Your friend and servant. 



TO THE SAME. 

ipn.i.ai,iT86. 
While new-oft'd kye' rent at the stake, 
An' powniea reck in pleugh or braik,' 
Thia hour, on e'enin's edge, I take. 

To own I'm debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For his kind letter. 
Foijeskef sair, Tvith weary legs, 
Eattlin' the com ont-owre the rigs. 
Or dealing thro' amang the naigs 

Their ten-honrs' bite, 
My awkwart Muse sair pleads and begs, 

I would na write. 
The tapetlcss' ramfeezl'd' hizzie, 
She 's saft at besl^ and something hzy, 
Quo' she, " Te ken we 've been sae busy, 

Thia month an' mair, 
That troath my head is grown right dizzie, 

An's 



Her dowff' esoaaes pat me mad ; 
"Conscience," says I, "ye thowless jad! 
1 11 write, an' that a hearty bland, 

This vera night; 
So dinna ye affront your trade, 

Bnt rhyme it right 
" Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 



klod of hartow.— < Jsa* 
the forenoon, whUe 111 (h 
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Eoose' you sae weel for your deserts, 
In terms sae friendlj, 

Yet ye '11 neglect to shaw your parts. 

Ad' thank him kindly 1" 

Soe I gat paper in a blink, 

An' down gaed stumpie in tho ink; 

Qttoth I, "Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I '11 olose it ; 
An' if yon winna mak it click, 

By Jove I '11 prose it I" 

Sae I 've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme or prose, or baith the^ther. 
Or some hotch-poteh that's rightly neither. 

Let time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether' 

Just clean aff-loof.' 
My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' Fortune use yon hard and sharp ; 
Come, kittle up y«ur mooriand harp 



She 'b gien me mony a jjrt an' fleg. 
Sin' I could striddle' owre a rig;' 
Bat, by the Lord, tho' I should beg 

Wi' lyart pow,' 
I '11 laugh an' sing, an' shake my leg 

A3 lang'B I dowP 
Now comes the sax-an' -twentieth simr 
I've seen the bud upo' the timmer,' 
Still persecuted by the liramer' 

Irae year to year; 
But yet, despite the kittle kimmer," 

I, Eob, am here. 



-1 Nonsense.— 5 Uuptemedltateil, off-hana,- 
1 pay haira.-' Csii.-S Tree,-" Kepi n 
■p counter.— '> To look jldewiji, ind conBl 
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10 BURNS e POEMS, 

Or pnrse-proud, tig wi' eent. per cent. 

And muokle wame,' 
la some bit bnvgh' to represent 

A bailie'3 name! 
Or, is 't the panghty, feudal thane, 
Wi' rnfBed 3ark' an' glancing cane, 
"Wha thinks himself nae sheep-shank bane,' 

Bnt lordly stalks. 
While caps and bonnets aff are taen. 

As by ho walks? 
"0 Thou, wha gies us each good giftl 
Gie me o' ivit an' sense a lift, 
Then tnrn me, if thou please, adrift, 

Thro' Scotland wide ; 
Wi' cits nor lairds I wadna shift, 

In a' their pridel" 
Were tiis the charter of onr state — 
" On pain of hell be rich and great ;" 
Damnation then wonld be our fate, 

Beyond remead;' 
Bnt, thanks to Heaven I that 's no tlie gate' 

We learn onr creed ; — 
For thus the royal mandate ran, 
When first tlie human race began — 
"The social, friendly, honest man, 

Whate'er he be, 
'Tis he fulfils great Nature's plan, 

An ' none but he." 
O mandate glorions and divine 1 
The rai^d followers of the Nine, 
Poor, thoughtless derils! yet may shine 

In glorions light, 
While sordid sons of Mammon's line 

Are dark as night. 



' Bemsdy.— • The way.— 
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Or in. aorae day-detesting owl. 

May shun the light. 
Then may Lapraik and Bums arise, 
To reach their native, Itindred slties, 
And sing fieir pleasures, hopes, au' joys, 

In some mild sphere. 
Still closer knit in friendship's ties 
Each passing year I 



TO THE SAME, 

Sept isth, lias. 
GniD speed an.' furder to yon, Johnie, 
Gnid health, hale han's, an' weather bonnie ; 
Now when ye 're niokan' down fu' canni(^ 

The staff o' bread, 
May ye ne'er want a stoop' o' brany 

To clear your head. 
May Boreas never thresh yonr rigs. 
Nor kick your rickles aff Oieir legs, 
Sendin' the stuff o'er mnirs an' haggs* 

Like drivin' wrack ; 
But may the tapniast grwn that wags 

Come to the sack. 
I'm bizzie' too, an' skelpin" at it, 
Bnt bitter, daadin showers has wat it, 
Sae my auld stumpie pen I gat it, 

Wi'rnuckle wark, 
An' took my jocteleg' an' whatt? it, 

Like ony clerk. 
It 's now twa month that I "m yonr debtor, 
For your braw, nameless, dateless letter, 
AbnMn' me for harsh ill nature 

On holy men, 
While deil a hdr yoursel ye 're better. 

But miur profane. 

1 ColHnt— a Deiterons.— > Jog or flish witli b hsodle.— * Scan 
ni«!sea.-J Busy.—" Driving or presalng forward.—' A kind of t 
polish by CDtUng. 
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12 BURNS 9 POEMS. 

But let the kirk-folk ring their hells, 
Let 'b sing about onr noble sels ; 
We '11 Erj nao jads frao heathen hills 

To help, or roose us, 
But browster ■wives and whiskie stills, 

They are the muses. 

Your friendship, Sir, I winna quat' it. 

An' if ye mak objections at it, 

Then ban' in iiioTe' some day we '11 knot it, 

An' witness take, 
An' when wi' nsquabae we've wat it 

It winna break. 

Bnt if the beast and hranks' be spared 
Till kye' he gann" without the herd, 
An' a' the vittel in the yard. 

An' theckif rigkt, 
I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter night. 

Then muse-inspirin' aqna-vit© 
Shall make us baith sae blithe an' witty, 
Till ye forget ye 're auld an' gatty,' 
An' liA flfl rflnfur* 



Asye w 


'ere nil 


An' be as canty,' 
le years less than thretty, 
Sweet ane an' twenty! 






But stooks' aw 
An' now the si 
Then I maun r 

Sae I subscribe 


> eowpet" wi' the blast, 
lu keeks" in the west, 
iu"" ainaug the rest 

An' quat my chanter ; 
1 mysel in haste, 

Yours, Eab the Eanter. 






1 Quit-" Hs. 
— 'Thstobed,— 1 


Id In hai 
' Infltm.- 


Id.-! A kin 


1 Shocks of com.— 1" 


« Cam.-' 


> Going. 
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EPISTLE TO DATIE,' 



"While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw, 
And bai* the doora wi' driving anaw, 

And hing" ns owre the ingle,' 
I set me down to pass tiie time. 
And spin a verae or twa o' rhyme, 

In haraeiy west! in" jingle. 
Wliile frosty winds blaw in tlie drift, 

Bon to the xjhirala Ing,' 
I grudge a wee the great follis' gift^ 
That live sae bien' and snng : 
I fent'' less, and want less 

Their roomy fireside; 
Bnt hanker and canker, 
To see their cursed pride. 

It 's hardly in a body's power 
To keep, at times, frae being aonr. 

To see tow things are shared; 
How best o' chieb' are whiles in want, 
While coofs* on oonntless thousands cant, 

And ken na how to wair't;"" 
But, Davie lad, ne'er fash" your head 

Tho' we hae little gear. 
Wo 're fit to win oar daily bread 
As lang 's we 're hale and fler ;" 
"Hair spier" na, nor fear na','* 
Auld ago ne'er mind a feg," 
The last o 't, the warst o 't, 
Is only for to beg. 

To lie in kilns and bams at e'en. 

When banes are crazed and bluid is thin. 

Is, doubtless, great distress ! 
Tet then content oonld make us blest : 

1 Darifl Sillir, author of ■ volume of Pmna In Ito Bcottls 
Hang.— s Fitoplace.— < West eountry,— > Tbe fireside.— ' In plen 
-"Best of men.— ' Blockheads.— '« To apend it— " Tronblft- 
' More <ak not— n P.amsiy.— " Fig. 
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e 'd snatch & taste 

The honest heart that 's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile, 
However Fortnne kidt'd the ba', 
Has ay some cause to smile : 
And mind still, you '11 find still, 

A comfort this nae stna' ; 
!Nae mdr then, we '11 care then, 
Nae fertber can we fa'. 
What tho', like oommoners of air, 
We wander out, we know not where. 

But' either house or hall? 
Yet Nature's charms, the hills and woods. 
The sweeping vales and foaming floods, 

Are free alike to all. 
In days when daisies deck the ground. 

And hlaokhirds whistle dear, 
With honest joy our hearts will hound, 
To see the coming year : 
On braes when we please, then, 

We '11 sit an' sowth" a tune ; 
Syne' rhyme till 't,' we '11 time till 't. 
And sing't when we hae done. 
It 'a no in titles nor in rank ; 
It 's no in wealth hke Lon'ou bank, 

To purchase peace and rest: 
It's no inmakin' mnckle niair;' 
It 's no in books ; it 's no in lear, 

To make us truly blest; 
If happiness hae not her seat 

And centre in the breast, 
We may be wise, or rich, or great, 
But never can be blest : 
Nae treasares, nor pleasures, 

Oould make us happy lang; 
The heart ay 's the part ay, 
That makes us right or wrang. 
Think ye, that sic as you and I, 
Wlia drudge and drive thro' wet an' dry, 

Withotti,— s Hqio. or whistle.— > Than.—' To It,— = Much mi 
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Wi' never-ceaaing toil ; 
Think ye, are we less blrat than tliey, 
Wha scarcely tent ua in their way, 

As hardly worth their while i 

Alas ! how aft in haughty mood, 

God'a creatures they oppress I 

Or else, neglecting a' that's good, 

They riot in excess 1 

Baith careless and fearless 
Of either heaven or hell I 
Esteeming and deeming 
It 's a' an idle tale ! 

Then let ns cheerfu' acquiesce ; 
TSoT make our scanty pleasures less. 

By pining at our state ; 
Afid even should miafortanes come, 
I, here wha sit, hao met wi' some. 

An' 'a thankfu' for them yet. 
They ^e the wit o' age to youth ; 

They let us ken oirsel ; 
They make na see the naked truth, 

The real good and ill. 

Be lessons right severe, 
There 's wit there, ye '11 get there, 
Te '11 find nae other where. 

But tent me, Davie, ace o' hearts ! 

(To say auglit leaa wad wrang the cartes, 

And flatteiy I detest,) 
This life has joys for you and I ; 
And joys that riches ne'er could buy ; 

And joys the very best. 
There 's a' the pleasui-es o' the heai-t, 

The lover an the frien' ; 
Te hae your Meg, your dearest pari. 
And I, my darling Jean 1 
It warms me, it charms mo, 
To mention but her name : 
It heata me, it beets' me. 
And sets me a' on flame I 
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BURNS S POEMa. 

O all ye powers who rule above t 
Thou, whose very self art IotoI 
Thou know'st my words sincere ! 
The life-blood streaming thro' my heart, 
Or my more dear immortal part, 

Is not more fondly dear I 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest, 

Her dear idea brings relief 

And solace to my breast. 

Thou Being, all-seeing, 

Oh hear my fervent prayer ; 
Still talte her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar carel 

All hail, ye tender feelings dear! 
The smile of love, the friendly tear, 

The sympathetic glow ; 
Long since, this world's thorny ways 
Had number'd oat my weary Says, 

Had it not been for yoa I 
Fate still has blest me with a friend, 

In every care and ill ; 
And oft a more endearing band, 
A tie more tender still : 
It lightens, it brightens 
The tenebrific' scene, 
To meet with and greet with. 
My Davie or my Jean, 

Oh, how that name inspires my sfjle! 
The words come skelpin" rank and file, 

Amoist before I ken ! 
The ready measure rins as fine. 
As Phcebns and the famons Nine 

■Were glow'rin" o'er my pen. 
My spaviet' Pegasus will limp. 

Till ance he's fairly het;'' 
And then he '11 hilch,' and stilt,' and jimp," 

An'rinannTicofit:= 



' DKt, giooray.— ' Tripping.— > Look! 
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Bat lest then, the beast thea 
Should rue this hasty ride, 

1 11 light now, and dight now, 
Hia sweaty, wizea'd' hide. 



TO THE SAME' 
Atiu) Nbeboe — 
I V three times donhly o'er your debtor, 
For your auld-farrant,' friea'Iy letter ; 
Tho' I maun say 't, I doubt ye flatter, 

Te speak saefair; 
For my puir, silly, rhjmin' clatter. 

Some less maun sair,' 

Hale be your heart, hale be your fiddle; 
Lang may your elbuok' jink' an' diddle, 
To cheer yon thro' the weaiy widdle 

0' war'ly cares. 
Tin bairns' bairns' kindly cuddle 

Yonr auld, gray hairs. 

But, Davie lad, I'm red^ ye 're glaikit;' 
I'm tanld the Muse ye haeiiegleckit; 
An' ^" it 's sae, ye sad" bo licket" 

Until ye fyke ;" 
Sic haans as you sud ne'er be faikit," 

Be hain't" wha like. 

For me, I'm on Parna^us' brink, 

Eivin' Uie worda to gar them chnk ; 

Wlylea dais't" wi' love, whyles daia't wi' drink, 

■ffi' jads" or masons ; 
An' Tvhyles, bat ay owre late, I think 

Braw sober lessons. 

1 Sbrutik, hlds-boDnd. 

' This Is prefixed to tbs poems of David HUIar, poljliahed at Ktlmnr- 
nock, lies. 

' Ssjacionsi.— • Mqst Bene.—' Elbow.— « A sadden tumlng.— ' Cblldren'a 
CLtldteiL— » loformed.-* Insttenlive, foollBh.— " It— "' Slionld.— " Uokcd, 
bcMen,- " Becsras agltitefi.— i' Bncb hinds u jou ahould ne'er bs na- 
knowc.— " Spated, or eicnsed,- » Bometime* itnplfied.— " Women. 
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Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man, 
Oomtnen' me to the Bardie clan; 
Except it ho some idle plan 

0' riiymin' clink, 
The devil-haet,' that I sud ban,' 

They ever think. 

Kae thought, nae view, nae schemo o' livia", 
Kae cares to gie ns joy or grieTin' ; 
But just the pouchie' put IJie nieve' in, 

An' while aught 's there, 
Then, hiltie, skiltie, we gae Borievin',' 

An' fash nae mair." 

Leeze me' on rhyme I it's aye a treasure, 
My chief, amaist mj only pleasure, 
At hamo, a-fiel',' at wark or leisure. 

The Muse, poor hizziel 
Though rough aa' raplocli' he her measure. 

She 's seldom lazy. 

Hand" to the Muse, iny dainty Davie ; 
The warl' may play you monie a, shavie; 
Bnt for the Mvse, she '11 never leave ye, 

Tbo' e'er sae pnir, 
"Sn, even the' limpin' wi' the sparie" 

Frae door to door. 



TO ME. WILLIAM TYTLEB, 



EavKEEn defender of beanteons Stuart, 

Of Stuart, a name once respected, 
A name, which to love was the mark of a true heart, 

But now 'tis despised and neglected. 



■TbadeTtlfotbld.— 
way.—" CiTB lut notl 
-• OOBTBO.— '° Hold.- 
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My fathers that name have revered on a throne ; 

My fathera have fallen to right it ; 
Those fathers would spurn their degenerate son, 

That name slionld he soofflngly slight it. 

Still in prayers for King George I most heartily join, 
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry, 

Be they wise, he they foolish, is nothing of mine ; 
Their title s avow'd by my oonntry. 

Bat why of this epocha make such a fuss, 



But loyalty, truce 1 we 're on dangerous ground, 
Who knows how the fashions may alter! 

The doctrine to-day that ia loyalty sound. 
To-morrow may bring na a halter. 

I send you a trifle, a head of a Bard, 

A trifle scare* worthy yonr caro ; 
But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of respect ; 

Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. " 

Now life's chilly evening dim shades on your eye, 

And ushers the long dreary night ; 
But yon, like the star that amwart ^Ids the sky. 

Tour conrse to the latest is bright. 



TO WILLIAM SIMPSON, OCHTLTREB. 



T OAT your letter, winsome Willie ; 
Wi' gratefu' heart I thank you brawlie ; 
Tho' I maun say't, I wad be silly, 

And nnco vain, 
Should I believe, my coasing billie. 

Tour flatterin' strain. 
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But I 'ae believe ye kindly meant it^ 
1 8ud' be laitb' to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins' sklented 

On my poor Mnsie ; 
Tho' in 610 phrasin" terms ye Ve penn'd it, 

I scarce excuse ye. 
Mj senses wad be in a creel,' 
Should I but dare a hope to speeL' 
Wi' Allan or wi' Gilbertfleld, 

Tho braes o' fame ; 
Or Fergnsson, the writer-ebiel; 

A deathless name ! 
(0 Fergnsson 1 thy glorious parts 
111 suited law's dry, musty artsl 
My onrse upon your whunstane' hearts, 

To B'nburgh' gentry 1 
The tithe o' what ye waste at cartes,' 

Wad stow'd his pantry 1) 
Tet when B tale comes i' my head, 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed," 
As whyles they 'ro hte to be my dead," 

(Osadd; 
I kittle np my rustic reed ; 

Auld Ooila" now may fidge fti' fain," 

She 's gotten Poets o' her ain, 

Chiels wha their chanters" wirma hain," 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' resound again 

Her weel-anng praise. 
Sae Poet thought her worth his while, 
To set her name in measured style ; 
She lay like some unkenn'd-of-isle, 

Beside New Holland, 
Or whare wild-meeting oceans boil 

Besonth Magellan. 

1 SboulA— ' Loth.— = Sidelong.—' Flatlering.— ' A flsh-tasket— ' To cU 
— 'AhMd rotky atona.— ' Bainburgh,— » Canls.— ■" Arenl,— " To bs 
deatb.— 1= From Kyle, a dUtrict of Ajrshlro.— " Msnidisl strong ojmpt 
of plesanre, otdeltght— " Part of abagpipo.— " Spare. 
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Kamaay and famons Fergusaon 
Gied Fortt and Tay a lift aboon ; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings, 
While Irwin, Lngar, Ayr, an' Doon, 

Nae body rings. 
Ti' nissns, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefn' line ! 
Bnt, Willie, set your fit' to mine, 

An' cock yonr crest. 
We '11 gar" our streams ana bnmies' ahine 

Up wi' the best. 
We '11 fiing auld Coila's plains and fells,* 
Her moors red brown wi' heather bells, 
Her banks an' braes, her dens an' della, 

Where glorious Wallace 
Aft bure the gree,' as story tells, 

Frae Southron billies.* 
At Wallace' name what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a spring-tide flood I 
Oft have our fearless fathers strode 

By Wanace' side, 
Still pressing onward, red-wat shod,' 

Or glorious died. 
Oh, sweet are Ooila's haughs' an' woods. 
When lintwhites' chant amang the buds, 
And jinking hares, in amorous wMds,'" 

Their loves enjoy, 
While thro' the braes the cushat crooda" 

Wi' wadlfn' cry I 
Even winter bleak has charms to me, 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree ; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray ; 
Or bhnding drifts wild furious flee. 

Darkening the day I 

Foot— 'Make— 'Elvers and brooks.— •I'ieWl—'ObtalDedtbeTiotorj. 
Englisbmen.- ' To walk In blood OTor lie Bhoo-tops.— ^ Valiejs.— » Lln- 
i.—" The moUon o[ a bare fn tanning, when no! Mgblaned.— " lis 
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Katurel a' thy shows aa' forms 

To feeling, pensive heai'ta hao charms; 
Whether the summer kindly warms 

Wi' life an' light, 
Or winter howls, in gusty storms. 

The Ismg, dark night I 
The Muse, nao Poet ever faiid' her, 
Till by himsel' he leam'd to wander, 
Adown some trotting bnrn's meander, 

And no think lang ;' 
Oh, sweet to stray and pensive ponder 

A heart-felt song ! 
The warlj race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-shouther,° jundie,' stretch an' strive. 
Let me ftur Natare's face desorive,' 

And r, wi' pleasure. 
Shall let the huay, gmmbling hive 

Bum" owre their treasure. 
Fareweel, "my rhvme-composingbritherl" 
We 've been owre mng untenn'd' to ither ; 
Now let US lay onr heads thegither, 

In love fraternal ; 
May Envy wallop in a tether,' 

Black flend infernal I 
While Highlandmen hate tolls an' taxes ; 
While moorlan' herds Uke guid fat brasies;* 
While terra firma on her axis 

Diurnal turns, 
Count on a friend, in faith an' practice. 

In ROBBBT BURITB. 
rOBTSORIFT. 

Mj memory 's no worth a preen ;'° 

1 had amaiat forgotten oleaii, 

Ton bade me write you what they mean 
By this new-light," 

1 Fonnd.— > Aifl nnt tilnk the time long, or be weaiy.— = Justle with tie 
Bbonliier.— » Juatla— > Describe.—' To hnm.— ' Unkiiown to each other.— 
B Btroggle M an solmsl whose tether gels enlangled.— e Morbid Bheep— '" A 

" Xew-Ugbt, a cant pbrue In the irest uf Bcotlaml fur tbose religtoiu 
opinions which Dr. Taylor, of Horwirh, Jefendecl so stronuuusly. 
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In days wLen mankind wcro but callans' 

At gramiiior, logic, and aio talents, 

They took nae pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to ^e, 
But spak their thoughts in pldo, braid LallaJis,' 

Like you or me. 

In thae' auld times they thouglit the moon 
Just like a aark,' or pair o' shoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon,' 

Gaed past their viewin', 
An' shortly after ehe was done, 

They gat a new one. 



Till chiels gat up au' wa^ confute it, 
An' ca'd it wrang; 

An' muckle din there was about it, 
Bath loud an' iang. 

Some herds, weel leara'd. npo' the beuk,' 
Wad. threap' auld folk the thing misteuk ; 
For 'twas me auld moon turn'd a neuk,' 

An' out o' sight, 
An' backlins-coniin' to the lenk, 

She grew mdr bright. 

This was denied— it was afBrm'd : 

The herds and hiasels" were alarm'd ; 

The reverend gray-beards rared an' storm'd, 

That beardless laddiea 
Should think tJi^ better were inform'd 

Than their auld daddies. 
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And monie a, fallow gat Ms licks, 

Wi' hearty ernnt;' 
An' some, to learn thorn for their tricks, 

Were hang'd au' brunt." 
This game was plaj'd in monie land^ 
An' anld-Iight caddies' bnre* sic hands, 
That, fiuth, the yonnj^rs 'look the sands 

Wi' nimble shanks, 
The Iwrds forbade, by strict command. 

Sic bluidy pranks. 
Bnt new-light herds gat sic a oowe,' 
Polk thought them riiin'd stiok-an'-stowe,' 
Till now amaist on every knowe,' 

Yo 'II find ane placed ; 
An' some their new-light fair avow, 

Jnst quite barefaced. 
Nae donbt the anld-light flocks are bleatin' ; 
Their zealous herds are vex'd an' sweatin' ; 
Mysel, I 'vs even seen them greetin'^ 

Wi' gimin' spite, 
To hear the moon sao sadly lied on 

By word an' write." 
But shortly they will cowe the lonns! 
Some auld-light herds in neehor towns 
Are mind 't, in things they ca' balloons, 

To tak a flight. 
And stay ae month amang the moons 

An' see them right. 
Guid observation they will pe them; 
An' wheQ the anld-moon '3 gaen to lea'e them. 
The hindmost shaird," they '11 fetch it wi' them. 

Just i' their ponch, 
An' when the new-light billies'" see them, 

I think they '11 crouch I 

A tlow on tbe ifad wilb flfDdgel,— ' Bamt. 
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8ae, ye observe that a' this clatter 
Is naething but a moonshine matter; 
Bat tho' dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tnlzie,' 
I hope we bardies ken some better, 

Than mind sic brulzle.' 



TO JOHN GOUDIE, KILMARNOCK, 



O GotmiE ! t«n-or o' the Whigs, 
I>read o' black coata an' reveread wigs, 
Sonr Bigotry, on her last legs, 

Gimin' looks back, 
Wiahin' tho ten Egyptian plagues 

Wad seize yon cpick. 

Poor gapin', glowrin" Superstition, 
Waea me ! sho 's in a sad condition ; 
Fie ! bring Black Jook her state physioiaa 

To see ber water I 
Alas ! there '3 gronnd o' great suspicion 

She 11 ne'er get better. 

Auld Orthodoxy lang did grapple, 
But now she 's got an nnoo ripple,' 
Haste, ^e her name np i' the chapel,' 

Nigh unto death; 
See how she fetches at the thrapple, 

An' gasps for breath. 

Enthusiasm 's past redemption, 
Gaen' in a galloppin^ consnraptioD, 
Not a' the quacks wi' a' their gumption' 

Will ever mend her, 
Her feeble pnlse gies strong presnnjption 



Death aoon will end her. 



or behalf,—' Going.—* Still 
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'Tis yoQ and Taylor" are the chief 
Wha are to tlamo for this inisctief ; 
But gin' tlie Lord's ain foeks' gat leave, 

A loom' tar-barrel 
And twa red peats' wad send relief, 

An' ead the quarrel. 



TO J. EANKINE, 

EOPQH, rude, ready-witted Eantine, 
The wale' o' cooks for fun and drinkin'l 
There's monie gntllj folks are thinkin', 

Tour dreams' an' tricks 
Will send you, Korah-like, a-siukin', 

Straaght to auld Nick's. 
Ye hae sae monie cracks' an' cants. 
And in jonr wicked, dmcken rants, 
Te mak a devil o' the sauhts, 

An' fill them fou;' 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants, 

Are a' scon thro'. 
Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it] 
That holy rohe, oh dinna tear it, 
Spare 't for their sakes wha aften wear it, 

The lads in black; 
Bnt your cnrst wit, when it comes near it, 

Eives 't'° aff their hack. 
Think, wicked sinner, wha ye 're skaithing," 
It 's just the blue-gown badge an' claithing 
O' saunta ;" tak that, ye la'e" them naething 

To ken them by, 
Frae onie unregenerate heathen 

Like you or I. 

' Dr. Taylor nf Norwtci.— ' if, sgslnst.— • Tolk. people.—' Emptr.— 
Hl-bot tar^ each ss are naed for fuel.— < Cbolce. 

a ConverMUon, — ' Make Item drunk.—" " Eende.— " Injuring.— ■' i 
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I 've sent you here soma rhyming ware, 
A' that I bargaia'd for, an' mair : 
Sae, when you tae aa hour to spare, 

I wili espeet 
Yoa sang,' ye '11 sen 't wi' cannie' care. 

And no neglect. 

Tho' faith, sma' heart hae I to sing! 
My Muse dow' scarcely spread her wing I 
I've pky'd mysel a bonnie spring,* 

An' danced ray fill ; 
I 'd better gaen an' sair'd' the Wng 

At Bunker's Hill. 



An' brought a paitriok' to the gmn',' 
A bonnie hen. 

An' as the twilight was begun, 

Thought nan© wad ken. 

The poor wee thing was little hurt ; 

I straikot? it a wee for aport. 

Ne'er thinkin' they wad fasii' me for't; 

Bntdeil-ma-carel 
Somebody tells the poacher-court 

The hale'" affair. 

Some auld-nsed hands had taeu a note, 
That sic a hen had got a shot ; 
I was suspected for the plot ; 

I soorn'd to lie. 
So gat the whissle o' my grot," 

An' pay't the fee. 
But, hy my gun, o' guns the wale," 
An' by my pouther an' my hail," 
An' by my hen, an' by her tail, 

The game shall pay o'er moor an' dale, 
For this, neiat year. 
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As aooa's the clocking-time' is bj, 
An' the wee pouts began to cry, 
Xord, I 'se liae sporfjng by an' by, 

For my gowd guinea, 
Tho' 1 aiioal J herd the bnekskin kye' 

For'tin Vii-ginia. 
Trowth, they had muckle for to blame I 
'Twas neither broken wing nor limb, 
But twa-three drapa about tho wanie' 

Scarce thro' the feathers ; 
And halih a yelloiv George to cJaim, 

An' thole their blethers!' 
It pits me ay as mad 's a hare ; 
So I can rhyme nor write naa raair ; 
But penny worths again is feir. 

When time 's espedient ; 
Meanwhile I am, respected sir, 

Your most obedient. 
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TO DR, BLACKLOCK 

EtUSUHD, Oct. 11, 1189 

Wow, but your letter made me vauntie ! ' 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie!' 
I kenn'd it still your wee bit jauntie' 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you ay aa weel 's I want ye, 

And then ye '11 do. 
The ill-tbief Haw the Heron* south ! 
And never drink be near his drouth 1 
He tald myseP, by word o' mouth, 

He 'd tak my letter I 
I hppeo'd' to the cJiiel' in tronth. 

And bade aaa better. 
But aiWias' honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair ono, 
To wear his tbeologio care on, 

And holy study ; 
An' tired o' sauls to waste hia lear* on, 

E'en tried the body. 
But what d' ye think, itiy trusty fier ?' 
I'm turn'd a ganger — peace he here! 
Parnassian queens, I fear, I fear. 

Ye '11 now disdain me. 
And tlien my fifty pounds a year 

Will little gain me. 
Te glaiket," gleeaome, dainty daniies, 
Wha by Oastalia's wimpUn'-" streamies, 
Loup, sing, and lave your pretty limbies, 

Te ken, ye ken, 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

I liae a wife and twa wee" laddies, 

They maun hae brose and brats o' dnddies ;" 

1 Proud.— 1 Cheetrul.— ' Short jonmej,—' Mr. Heron, anUiot 
'Leirniog, — ' Friend. — •• Inattentive. — " Mamiieriog. - 
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Ye ken yonrael my heart riglit proud is, 

I needna vaunt, 
But I '11 sued' besoms— tliraw aangt woodies," 

Before they want. 
Lord help me thro' this warld o' carel 
I 'in weary sick o 't late and air !' 
Not bnt I hae a richer share 

Than monie ithers; 
But why should ae man better fare. 

And a' men brithera? 
Come, Firm Eesolve, take thou the van, 
Thou stalk o' carl-hemp in man) 
And let us mind faint heart ne'er waa 

A lady fair: 
Wha does the utmost that he can, 

Will whyleB* do mair. 
But to conclude my silly rhyme, 
(I 'm scant o' verae, and scant o' time,) 
To make a happy fireside clime 

To weans and wife, 
That 's the trne pathos fljid sublime 

Of human life. 
My compliments to sister Beckie ; 
And eke the same to honest Luokie ; 
I wat' she is a ddntie chuokie, 

Aa e'er tread clay 1 
An' gratefully, my guid auld oockie, 

I 'm yonrs for ay. 

EOBBBT BUEHH. 



TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER, 

Mt honor'd Colonel, deep I feel 
Tour interest in the Poet's weal ; 
Ah 1 now sma' heart hae I to speel' 
The steep Parnassus, 



End nrlf.— < Somatlmu.— 
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Sarronnded thus by boluapill 

And potion glasses. 

Oh what a eantie' warl were it, 

Would pain, and care, and sickness spare it; 

And Fortune favor wortL. and merit, 

As they Reserve ; 
(And ay a rowth' roast-beef and claret, ■ 

Syne' wha wad starve?) 
Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her, 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her; 
Oh I flickering, feeble, and unsiclter' 

I 've fonnd her atill, 
Ay wavering like the willow-wicker, 

'Twcen good and ill. 
Then that cnrst carmagnole, auld Satan, 
Watches, Uke baudrana' by a rattan,' 
Our sinfu' saul to get a claut' on 

Wi' felon ire; 
Syne, whip ! his tail ye '11 ne'er oast sant on. 

He 's aff Uke Are. 

Ah Kick I ahlTick! it is na fair, 
First showing na the tempting ware, 
Bright wines and bonnie lasses rare, 

To put ua daft;' 
Syne weave, unseen, thy spider snare, 

O' hell's damn'd waft. 

Poor man, the fly, aft bizzes' by. 
And aft aa chance be conies thee nigh, 
Tliy anld damn'd elbow yeuks" wi' joy, 

And helliah pleasure; 
Already in thy fancy's eye. 

Thy sicker" treasure. 

Soon heels-o'er-gowdie I" in be gangs. 
And like a sheep-head on a tangs, 

1 Cheerfnl.— ' Plenty.—' Then.—' Vcst^iiy.—^ TbB oat— • A ra 
got hold o£— " MbiI, or off onr gnan],- • To buza. 
" Lltorally, ItihM. Some persons manifest a high dogice of plena 
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Thy giming' laugh erijojs his pangs 

And murdering wrestle, 

As dangling in the wind he hangs 
A ^bbet's tassel. 

But lest jou think I am uncivil, 

To plague yon with this draunting* drivil, 

Abjuring a' intentions evil, 

I quit my pen: 
The Lord preserve ns frae the Devil i 

Amen! Amenf 



TO A TAILOR. 

What ails je now, ye lousie b— ch, 
To thresh my back at sic a pitch! 
Losh itiBTi l hae mercy wi' your natch, 

Your bodtin 's bauld, 
I did na suffer half aae much 

Trae daddie Auld. 

What tho' at times, when I grow crouae, 
I gie their wames a random ponae, 
la that enough for you to souse 

Your servant sae ! 
Gae mind your seam, ye prick the louse, 

An' jag the flae. 

King Darid, o' poetic brief. 
Wrought 'mang the lasses sio mischief 
As fiU'd his after life with grief 

An'.bluidy rants, 
An' yet he 's rank'd amang the chief 

O' lang-syne saunts. 

' Tbfs anan-er to » trimmiiig letter, is oraltlea in Dr. Curi 
. Poems, poblistcd for the benefit of the Anther's femlly ; r 

Inion tint Uiey were dlacradlUbla to his memory— and !at ■ 
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And maybe, Tam, for a' my cants, 
My wicked rhymes, an' druckea rants, 
I 'U gie anld cloven Clooty's haunts 

An unco slip yet, 
An' sangly sit amang tlie saunts, 

At Davie 's hip yet. 
But fegs, the Session says I raaua 
Gae fa' upo' anither plan, 
T liim garrin lasses cowp tlie cran 

Clean heels owre body, 
And sidrly thole their mither'a ban, 

Afore the howdy. 
This leads me on to tell for sport, 
How I did wi' the Session sort — 
Anld Clinkum, at the inner port, 

Cried three times, " Robin ! 
Oome hitlier lad, an' answer for'^ 

Ye 're blamed for jobbin' !" 



I made an open, fair confession, 

I scorn to lie; 
And syne Mesa John, beyond expression, 

Fell fonl o' me. 
A fornicator lonn he call'd me, 
An' said my faut frae bliss espell'd me ; 
I own'd the tale was true ho tcll'd me ; 

" But what tiie matter," 
Quo' I, " I fear, unless ye geld me, 

I ll ne'er he better." 
"Geld yonl" quo' he, "and whatfore no) 
If that yonr right hand, leg, or toe, 
Shonld ever prove yonr spiritaal foe, 

You should remember 
To cut it a£F, an' whatfore no 

Tour dearest member t" 
"Na, na," V°' ^i "I'm no for that. 
Gelding 's nae better than 'tis ca't, 
I 'd rather snffer for my font 

A hearty flew it. 
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" Or gin ye like to end tke bother, 
To please us a', I 've just ae ither, 
When next wi' yon lass I forgather, 

Whate'er betTde it, 
1 11 frankly ^e her 't ti the^ther, 

An' let her guide it!" 
But, Sir, this pleased them warst ava, 
And, therefore, Tam, when that I aa'W, 
I said, " Gude night," and cam awa', 

An' left the Session; 
I saw they were resolved a' 

On my oppression. 



THE INVENTORY, 



SiE, as jonr mandate did reqneat, 
I send you here a feithfu' list 
0' gades an' gear, an' a' my graith,' 
To which I 'm clear to g^e my aith.' 
Itaprimu then, for carriage cattle, 
I have fonr brutes o' gallant mettle, 
As ever drew afore a pettle.' 
My han'-afore,* a guide anld has been, 
An' wight an' wilfu' a' his days been. 
My han'-ahin' 's a weel gann' fllUe, 
That aft has home me hame frae Killie,' 
An' your auld bnrro', monie a time. 
In days when riding was nae crime. 
But ance when in my wooing pride, 
I, like a blockhead boost' to ride, 
The wilfu' creature sao I pat' to, 
(L — d pardon a' my sins and that too 1) 
I play'd my fl!!ie sic a shavie," 

icklf.— 5 Oath.— = A plongh-Btaff— * ThB fure-hone on 111 
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EFISTLGS. 

She 's a' be-devil'd wi' the spavie,' 

My fur-ahin V a wordj' beast, 

As o'er in tog or tow' was traced. 

the fourth 'a a Highland Donald hastie, 

A damn'd red-wnd' Kilbumie blastie ;' 

Forbye' a cowte' o' cowtes the waio' 

As ever ran afore a tail. 

An' he be spared to be a beast, 

He '11 draw me fifteen pun"° at least. 

"Wheel-carriages I hae bnt few. 
Three carts, an' twa are feckly" new ; 
Ae anid wheel-barrow, mwr tor token, 
Ae leg and bwth the trams" are broken ; 
I made a poker o' the spin'le, 
And my anld mither binnt the tria'Ie." 

For men, I 're three mischievoTis hoys, 
Run" deils for rantin' an' for noise; 
A gaudsman"* ane, a thrasher V other; 
Wee Dftvocfc hands the iiowte in fotJier." 
I rnle them as I onght, diaoreetlj, 
And aflen labor them completely; 



Till, faith, wee Davook 's tum'd sae gleg," 
Tho' acareely langer than your leg, 
He '11 screed" you aif lE^ecMal CalUng, 
As fast as ouie in the dwalling. 

I 've nane in female servan' station, 
(Lord keep me ay frae a' temptation 1) 
I hae nae wife — and that my bliae is. 
An' ye have laid nae tax on misses ; 
An' then if Kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the devils daur na touch me. 

Wi' weans" I 'n 
Heaven sent me a 

> SpsYlR.— ' The hlndmoEt borse od tbe ilgbt band In tbs plangb.— 
•■Wortbj.—*Eopa — ' Stark mEul.— ■ A term of contempt--' Besides.— 
' A colt—' Cbolce.— " Ponnds.— n Partly, nesrly.— ^ Handles.—" Burnt 
IbanbeeL— !• Eigbt down.— "Tbe bDjwho dtivce tbehDrees tn tbe plough. 
— " Little David folhera tie black cattle.—" Eiamlne.— 18 Bbarp, ready.— 
" To repeal any thing fluently.- =° Cbilflren.— " One more. 
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My sonsie,' smirking, dear-bougM Bess, 
She stares the daddy in ier face, 
Enough of Slight ye like but grace ; 
But her my bonnie, sweet wee Jady, 
I 've paid enough for her already, 
Aa' ^n' ye tax her or her mither, 
B' the Lord ! ye 'se get them a' thepther. 

And now reraemher, Mr. Aikio, 
Nae kind of license oat I 'm takin' ; 
Frae this lime forth, I do declare, 
I'se ne'er ride horse norhizzie' mair; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I '11 pwdle, 
Ere I aae dear pay for a saddle ; 
My travel, a' on foot I '1! shank it, 
I 've Btnrdy hearers, Gude be thankit. 

The Eirk an' yon may tak yon that, 
It puts but little in yonr pat ;' 
8ae dinna pnt me in your huke 
Nor for my t«n white shillings luke. 

This list, wi' my ain hand I wrote it, 
Day and date as under notit. 
Then know all ye whom it concerns, 
Suliieripd hvie Eobbkt Buekb. 

Mo&eami, Feb. £a, 17S6, 



TO J— S T— T, GL-NC-a. 
Attld comrade dear and brither sinner, 
How 's a' the folk about Gl— no— r f 
How do you this blae eastlin' wind, 
That's like to blaw a body blind I 
For me niy facnlties are frozen, 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd.' 

I 've sent you here, by Johnie Simson, 
Twa sage philosophers to glimpse on ; 

Smith "wr hiii pvTiTnllt.il pfi/^ ft^ftlinf. 



eugBgiiig iM>iilit«iianiie. 
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Philosophers have fonglit and wrangled, 
An' meikle' Greek an' Latia mangled, 
TiE wi' their logic jargoa tired. 
An' in the depth of science mired. 
To common sense tliey now appeal, 
What wives and wabaters' see an' feci. 
But hark ye, friend, I ohai^ job strictly 
Fernse them an' return tliem quickly; 
For now I 'm grown sae onrafed donee,' 
I pray an' ponder butt' the house; 
My shins, my lane,' I there sit roasting, 
Perusing Bunynn, Brown, and Boston ; 
TiUhyan'by, iflhand'on, 
I 'U grunt a real gospel groan : 
Already I begin to try it, 
To cast my een np like a pyet,' 
When, by the gnn, she tumbles o'er, 
Fluttering an' gasping in her gore : 
Sae shortly you shall see me bright, 
A bnrning an' a shining light. 

My beart-warm love to guid auld Glen, 
The ace an' wale' of honest men ; 
When bending down with anld gray hairs, 
Beneath the load of years and cares, 
May He who made him still support him. 
An' views beyond the grave comfort him ; 
His worthy family far and near, 
God bless them a wi' giTice and gear.' 

My auld school-fellow, preacher Willie, 
The manly tar, my mason Billie, 
An' Auchenhay, I wish him joy ; 
If he 'a a parent, lass or boy, 
May he he dad, and Meg the mither, 
Just flve-an'-forty years thegither ! 
An' no foi^tting wflbster (Siarlie, 
I 'm tanld he offers very fairly. 
And Lord i-emember singing Sannoek, 
Wi' hale breeks, saspence, an' a bannock. 
An' next my anld acquaintance Nancy, 
Since she is fitted to her fancy; 
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An' her kind stars hae airted' till her 

A guid chid' wi' a pickle siller." 

My kindest, best respects 1 sen' it, 

To cousin Kate and sister Janet; 

Tell them frae me, wi' chiels he cautious, 

For, faith, they 'II aihlins* find them fashious ;' 

To grant a heart is fairly civil. 

But to grant a maidenhead 'a the devil 1 

An' laafly, Jamie, for yoursel. 

May guardian angels tak a epell. 

An' steer you seven miles south o' hell ; 

Bat first, before you see heaven's glory, 

May ye get monio a merry story, 

Monie a laugh, and mouie a drink, 

An' ay enengh o' needfu' clink. 

Now fare you weel, an' joy be iri' you : 
For my sake this I beg it o' yon. 
Assist poor Simson a' ye can, 
Ye '11 find him just an honest man; 
Sae I conclude and quit my chanter. 
Tours, saint or sinner, 

Rob tee Eanteb. 



TO A GEKTLEMAN, 



Kind Sir, I've read your paper through. 
And feith, tf me, 'twas really new I 
How guess'd ye, Sir, what maist I wanted? 
This monie a day I 've grain'd' and gaunted, 
To ken what French mischief was brewin' ; 
Or what the drnmlie' Dutch were doin' ; 
That vile doup-skelper,' Emperor Joseph, 
If Venns yet had got his nose off; 
Or how the collieshangie' works 
Atween the Russians and the Turks ; 

MoTed to her; an sUubIod Id the wind ShlfliiiB to a particular 



n.Gl.)l.it^le 



Ob if the Swede, before he halt, 

Would play anither Charles the Twalt;' 

If Denmark, any body spak o'tl 

Or Poland, wha had now the tack" o't; 

How ont-throftt Prussian blades were hingir 

How libbet' Italy was siiigin' ; 

If Spaniard, Portngaese, or Swiss 

Were sayin' or takin' anght amiss : 

Or how our ineny lada at harac. 

In Britain's court keep np the game ; 

How Eoyal George, the Lord leak o'er him 

Was managing St. Stephen's quorum ; 

If aleekit' Chatham Will' was livin', 

Or glaiket' Charlie' gat his nieve' in i 

How daddie Burke the plea was cookin', 

If Warren Hastings' neck was yenkin' ;■" 

How cesses, stents," and fees wore rax'd," 

Or if bare a — 9 yet were tax'd ; 

The news o' princes, dnkes, and earls, 

Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-prls ; 

If that daft bnckie, Geordie Wales, 

Was threshin' still at hizzies' tails, 

Or if he was grown oughtlins doucer," 

And no a perfeot kintra cooser :" 

A' this and mair I never heard of; 

Arid but for yon I might despair' d of; 

So, grat«fu', back your news I send you, 

And pray, a' gnid things may attend yon 1 



TO GAVIN HAMILTON. JBQ. 

[A Dedicslion.] 

EsPBOT na, Sir, in this narration, 
A fleeohin'," fletherin'," dedication. 
To roose" yon np, an' ca' yon gnid, 
An' sprung o' great an' noble bluid, 



he giiiiliiig,orgoyeniiiigof it— ' nangtng.— ' Castrated.— 
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Beoanse ye 're sumamed like His Grace, 

Perhaps related to the race; 

Then when I'm tired — and sae are ye, 

Wi' inonie a fulsome", sinfu' lie. 

Set np a face, how I et«pt short, 

For fear yonr modesty be hart. 

This may do — maun' do, Sir, wi' them wha 
Mann please the great folk for a wamefou' ;' 
Tor me 1 sae laigh' I needna bow, 
For, Lord be thaakit, I can plough ; 
And whea I downa' yoke a naig. 
Then, Lord be thankit, I can beg ; 
Sae I shall say, an' that 's nae flatt'rin'. 
It 's jnst aio Poet an' sic Patron. 

The Poet, some gaid angel help him. 
Or else, I fear some ill ane skelp' him, 
He may do weel for a' he 'a done yet, 
But only he 's no just begun yet. 

The Patron, (Sir, ye mann fot^e me, 
I winna lie, come what will o' me,) 
On every hand it will allow'd be. 
He 's just nae better tlian he should be. 

I readily and freely grant, 
He downa see a poor man want ; 
What's no his ain he winna tak it. 
What ance he says he winna break it ; 
Anght he ean lend ho 'II no refuse 't, 
Till aft his goodness is abused : 
And rascals whyles that him do wrang, 
E'en that he does not mind it lang; 
As master, landlord, husband, father, 
He does na fhil hia part in either. 

But then, nae thanks to him for a' that ; 
Uao godly symptom ye ean ca' that; 
It's naething bat a milder feature, 
Of our poor, sinfo' corrupt nature : 
Ye '11 get the best o' moral works, 
'Hang black Gentoos and pa^an Turks, 
Or hunters wild of Ponotasi, 
Wha never heard of orthodoxy. 
That he 's the poor man's friend in need, 

■ Mnst— ' Bellyfal.— » Loi^.— ' Cannot.—' To sWte. 
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The gentlemaa in word and deed. 
It 'a no thro' terror of damnation : 
It's jnst B, carnal inclination. 

Morality 1 thou deadly bane, 
Thy tens o' thousands thon hast slain 1 
Vtdn is his hope, whose stay and trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice 1 

No — stretch a point to catch a plack ; 
Abuse a brother to his back ; 
Steal thro' a winnook' frae a whoro. 
But point the rake that takes the door ; 
Be to the poor like onie whunstano," 
And haud their noses to the grunstane ;' 
Ply every art o' legal thieving ; 
No matter — stiok to sound believing. 

Learn three-mile prayers, and half-mile graces, 
Wi' weel-apread looves,* an' lang wry faces, 
Grunt up a solemn, lengthen'd groan, 
And damn a' parties but your own; 
III warrant then, ye 're nae deceiver, 
A steady, sturdy, stanch believer. 

je wha leave the springs of Oalyic, 
For gumlie' dubs' of your ain delvin' 1 
Te eons of heresy and error, 
Te 11 some day squeel' in quakin' terror ! 
When Vengeance draws the sword in wrath, 
And in the fire throws the sheath ; 
When Rnin with Ms sweeping besom, 
Just frets till Heaven commission gies him : 
While o'er the harp pale Misery moans. 
And strikes the ever-deepening tones, 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans 1 

Tour pardon. Sir, for this digression, 
I raaiat' forgat my dedication I 
But when divinity comes 'cross me. 
My readers still are sure to lose me. 

So, Sir, ye see 'twas nae daft' vapor. 
Cut I maturely thought it proper, 
"When a' my works I did review. 
To dedicate them, Sir, to Ton ; 

■ window.—' A hard rock slone.— ' Grlndslooe.— < BiOda.— ' Muddy.— 
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Because (ye needna tak it ill) 

I tiioQght them something like yonrsel. 

Tlien patronize tliem wi' jonr favor, 
And your petitioner shall ever — 
I had amaist said, e/osr pray, 
But that 's e. word I needna say : 
For prayin' I hae little skill o't ; 
I 'm haith dead-sweer' an' wretched iO o't; 
But I 'se repeat eacli poor man's prayer. 
That kens or hears about yon, Sir ; — 

"May ne'er miafortuue's growling bark 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the Olerkl 
May ne'er his generous, honest heart, 
For that same generous spirit smart: 
May Kennedy's far-lionor'd fame, 
Lang beef his hymeneal flame. 
Till Hamiltons, at least a dizen, 
Are frae their nuptial labors risen : 
Five borniie lasses round their table, 
And seven braw fellows, stout an' able 
To serve their king and country weel. 
By word, or pen, or pointed steel 1 
May healti and peace, with mutual rays, 
Shino on the evening o' his days ; 
Till his wee curlie John's ier-oe,° 
When ebbing life nae roair shall flow, 
The last, sad inonrnful rites bestow I" 

I will not wind a lang conclusion, 
Wi' complimentary effusion : 
But whilst your wishes and endeavors 
Are blest wi' Fortune's smiles and favors, 
I am, dear Sir, with zeal most fervent, 
Tour much indebted, humble servant. 

But if (which Powers above preveut !) 
That iron-hearted carl, Want, 
Attended in his grim advances, 
By sad mistakes and black mischances, 
ffliile hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly him. 
Make yon as poor a dog as I am, 
Yonr humble servant then no more ; 
For who would humbly serve the poor! 

' ATeria— ' Add fnel to.—! araat-grindelold. 
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Bnt, by a, pcMDr man's hopes in Heaven 1 
While roeollection'a power is given, 
If, in the vale of humble life, 
The victim sad of Fortune's strife, 
I, thro' the tender gashing tear, 
Should recognize my master dear. 
If, friendless, low, we meet together. 
Then, Sir, your hand— my friend and bro 



TO THE SAME, 



I HOLD it, Sir, my boundea dutv 

To warn yon how that Master I'ootie, 

Alias, Laird M'Gann,' 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
'Bout whom ye spak the tither day. 

An' wad hae done 't aff ban' ;' 
But lest be learn the callan' tricla, 

As faith I mnctle doubt him. 
Like sempia' out auld cruramie's' nicks, 

An' tflllin' lies about them ; 

As lieve' then I 'd have then. 
Your clerkship he should sair,' 

K sae be, ye may be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 

Altho' I say 't, he 's gleg'" enough, 

An' bout a house that 's rude an' rough, 

The boy might learn to swear ; 
Bnt tbeii wi' yon, he '11 be sae tangbt, 
An' get sic fair example straught, 

I hae na ony fear. 
Te'U catechise him every qnirk, 

An' shore* him weel wi' hell ; 

> Master TooUe Uien Eved In Manchline ; B dealer in cows. It was his 
eommon practice to cot the nloks or oiBrklii^ ^m the boms of cattle, lo 
dl^nlsa their age. B9 vras sn BTtfnl, trlcfc-coutrlTlsg chuactet ; hence bo l8 
tsaSed t tniBh-drawter, In the Poet's "Address 10 the Deil," be styles tbat 
AQguet penODBgc ao aUld^ sniek-drctioinff dogE — JieHquee^ p. S97- 
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An' gar him follow to the kirk 

—Ay whea ye gang yoursel. 

If ye then, maun tio theE 
Frae hame this oomin' Friday, 

Then please, Sir, to lea'e, Sir, 
The orders wi' your lady. 
My word of honoi- 1 hae pen, 
In Paisley John's, that night at e'en, 

To meet the Warld's worm; 
To try to get the twa to gree,' 
An' name the dries' an' the fee, 

In legal mode an' form : 
I ken he Treel a snick can draw, 

When simple bodies let him ; 
An' if a Deril be at a', 

In faith he 's sur» to get him. 

To phrase you an' praise you. 
Ye ken jour Laureat scoma : 

The prayer still, you share still. 
Of grateful Minstrel Bums. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM, ESQ., OF FINTEA. 

Whkh Nature her great master-piece deaign'd, 
And framed her last, best work, the human mind. 
Her eye intent on all the mazy plan, 
She form'd of various parts the various man. 
Then first she calls the useful many forth : 
Plain, plodding industry, and sober worth : 
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of earth, 
And merchandise' whole genus take their birth. 
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds. 
And all mechanics' many-apron'd kinds. 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet, 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net ; 
The copjiS MoHnum of gross desires 
Mates a material for mere knights and squires ; 
The martial phosphorus is taught to flow. 
She kneads the lumpish, philosophic dough, 

' igrea— ' Earnest money. 
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Then inflrks the unyielding mass with grave designs, 
law, phyaic, politics, and deep divines ; 
Last, she Euhhmes the Aurora of the poles, 
The flashing elements of female souls. 

The order'd system fair before her stood, 
Ifatnre, well-pleased, prononnced it very good ; 
Bat here she gave creating labor o'er. 
Half-jest, she tried one curious labor more. 
Soffie spumy, fiery ignufatmu matter; 
Such as tbe slightest breath of air might sijatter; 
With arch-alacrity and conscious glee 
fNatnre may have her whim aa well as we. 
Her Hogarth-art perhaps she meant to show it) 
She forms the thing, and christens it — a Poet. 
Creature, tho' oft the prey of care and sorrow, 
When blest to-day unmindful of to-morrow, 
A being form'd to amtise his graver fiiends. 
Admired and piwaed — and there the homage ends; 
A mortal quite unfit for Fortune's strife, 
Yet oft the sport of all the ills of lifo_; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches give, 
Tet haply wanting wherewithal to live ; 
Lon^ng to wipe each tear, to heal each groan, 
Tet freqcnt all unheeded in his own. 

Bnt honest Nature is not quite a Turk ; 
She langb'd at first, then felt for her poor work ; 
Pitying the propless climber of mankind. 
She oast about a standard-tree to find ; 
And, to sapport his helpless woodbine state, 
Attach'd him to the generous truly great — 
A title, and the only one I claim, 
To lay stronghold for help on bonnteous Graham, 

Pity the tuneful Mnses' hapless trdn, 
Weak, Ijmid landsmen on life's stormy mdn I 
Their hearts no selfish, stem, absorbent stuff. 
That never gives— though humbly takes enough ; 
The little fate allows, they share as soon, 
Unlike sage, proverb 'd Wisdom's hard-wrung boon. 
The world were blest did bliss on them depend : 
Ah 1 that the friendly e'er should want a friend 1 
Let prudence nnmber o'er each sturdy son, 
Wio life and wisdom at one race began, 
Who feel by reason, and who give by rule. 
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(Instinct's a brute, and sentiment a fooll) 

Who make poor mil do wait upon I should— 

We own they 're pmdcnt ; bat who feela they 're good ? 

Ye wise ones, hence ! je liurt the social eye ! 
God's image rudely etcb'd on base alloy I 
But come, ye who the godlike pleasure know — 
Heaven's attribute disticguish'd — to bestow I 
"Whose arras of love would grasp the human race : 
Oome, thou who giy'st with all the courtier's grace, 
Friend of my life, true patron of my rhymes ! 
Prop of my dearest hopes for future times. 
Why shrinks my soul half-blushing, half-afraid, 
Backward, abash'd to ask thy iriendly aid f 
I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 
I crave thy friendship at thy kind command ; 
But there are such who court the tuneful nine — 
Heavens 1 should the branded character be mine 1 
Whose verse in manhood's pride sublimely flows, 
Yet vilest reptiles ia their begging prose. 
Mark, Low their lofty, independent spirit 
Soars on the spuming wing of ituured merit ! 
Seek not the proofi in private life to find ; 
Pity the best of words should be but wind I 
So to heaven's gates the krk's shrill song ascends. 
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the olamoreus cry of starving want, 
They dun benevolence with shameless front; 
Oblige them, patronize their tinsel lays. 
They persecute yon all your future days I 
Ere my poor soul such deep damnation atmn, 
My horny fist assume the plough again ; 
The piebald jacket let me patdi once more ; 
On eighteen-penoe a-week I 've lived before. 
Though, thanks to Heaven, I dare even that last shift, 
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy gift ; 
That placed by thee upon the wish'd-for height, 
Where, Man and Nature fairer in her sight, 
My Muse may imp her wing for some sublimer flight. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Lite crippled of on arm, and now a leg, 
Atout to beg a pass for leave to beg; 
Dull, listless, t«ased, dejeoted, and deprest, 
(Nature ia adverse to a cripple's rest ;) 
Will generous Graham list to his Poet's wail ? 
(It soothes poor Misery hearkening to her tale) 
And hear him cnrse the light he first snrvey'd, 
And doubly curse the luckless rhyming trade ! 

Thou, Nature, partial Nature, I arraign ; 
Of thy caprice maternal I complin. 
The lion and the bull thy care have found. 
One shakes the forest, and one spurns the ground : 
Thou ^v'st the ass his hide, the snail his shell. 
The envenom'd wasp, viotorioiis, guards his cell. 
Thy minions, kings, defend, control, devour. 
In all the omnipotence of rule and power. 
Foxes and statesmen, subtle wiles insure; 
The oit and polecat stink, and are secure. 
Toads with their poison, doctors with their drug, 
The priest and hedgehog in their robes are snug. 
Even silly woman has her warlike ai'ts. 
Her tongue and eyes, her dreaded spear and darts. 

But oh I thou bitter step-mother and hard, 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the Bard I 
A thing unteachable in world's skill. 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still. 
No heels to bear him from the opening dua; 
No olawa to dig, his hated sight to shun; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen worn, 
And those, alas I not Amalthea'a horn: 
No nerves olfaot'ry. Mammon's trusty cur, 
Clad in rich Dulness' comfortable fur. 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride. 
He bears the unbroken blast from every Mde : 
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the heart, 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart. 

Critical appall'd, I venture on the name, 
Those cuf^throat bandits in the paths of fame ; 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes ; 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 
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His heart by ci 
By blockheada' daring into n 
His well- won bays, than life it 
By miscreauta torn, who ne'er one sprig ir 
Foil'd, bleeding, tortured, in tie nnequal strife, 
The hapless Poet flounders on through bfe. 
Till fled each hope that once his bosom fired, 
And fled each Mnse that glorious onco inspired, 
low sunk in squalid, unprotected age, 
Dead, eyen resentment, for his injured page, 
He heeds or feels no more the rn&iless critic's rage! 

So, by some hedge, the generous steed deceased, 
For half-starved, snarling curs a dainty feast ; 
By toil and famine wore to skin and bone, 
Lies senseless of each tuning bitch's son. 

DulnessI portion of the truly blest 1 
Calm shelter'd haven of eternal rest! 

Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce extremes 
Of Fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantling high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober, selfish ease they sip it up ; 
Conscious the bounteous meed they well deserve, 
They only wonder some folia do not starve. 
The grave, sage hern thus easy picks his frog, 
And thinks the mallard a sad worthless dog. 
When Disappointment snaps the clue of hope. 
And through disastrous night they darkling grope, 
With deaf endurance slu^shly they boar. 
And just conclude that fools are Fortune's care. 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks. 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid os. 

JTot so the idle Muses' mad-cap train. 
Not such the workings of their moon-struok brain ; 
In equanimity they never dwell, 
By turns in soaring heaven or vaulted hell. 

1 dread thee, Fate, relentless and severe, 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear 1 
Already one strong hold of liope is lost, 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust; 
(Fled, like the snn eclipsed at noon appears, 
And left us darkling ia a world of tears :) 
Oh I hear my ardent, grateful, selfish prayer 1 
Fintra, my other stay, long bless and spare ! 
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Thro' a long life his hopes and wishes crown ; 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go down : 
Uay bliss domestic smooth his private path ; 
Give energy to life; and soothe his latest breatb, 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of death 1 



I CALL no goddess to inspire my strains, 
A fabled muse may suit a bard that feigns ; 
Friend of my life I my ardent spirit boms, 
And all the tribnte of ray heart returns, 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift still dearer, aa the mver yoa. 

Thou oi-b of day [ thou other paler light! 
And all ye many sparkling stars of nightl 
If aught that giver from my mind efface ; 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace; 
Then roll to me, along your wandering spheres, 
Only to number out a villain's years! 



TO MRS, DUNLOP, 



This day, Time winds the exhausted chain, 
To run the twelvemonth's length again : 
1 see the old bald-pated fellow, 
With ardent eyes, complesion sallow, 
Adjust the unimpair'd machine. 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 
In vain assail him with their prayer ; 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press, 
Nor maJtes the hour one moment less. 

Will yon (the Major's with the liounds, 
The happy tenants share his rounds ; 
Coila's fair Rachel's care to-day,' 

1 TblB yoong Isdr wM drswilig b ptctore of Colla, from tha ■■ Vt 
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And blooming Eeitli 'a engaged with Gray) 
From housewife cares a minute borrow, 
(That grandchild's cap will do to-morrow) 
And join with me a-moraliaing f 
This daj 'a propitious to be wiae in. 

First, what did yesternight deliver! 
"Another year is gone forever." 
And what is this day's strong suggestion ! 
" The passing moment 's all we rest on I" 
Best on — for what! what do we here? 



Add to our date one minnte more f 
A few days may — a few years must — 
Eepoae us in the silent dust. 
Then is it wise to damp our bliss? 
Tes — all such reasonings are amiss I 
The voice of nature loudly cries. 
And many a message from the ekies, 
That something in us never dies ; 
That on this frail nucertEun state, 
Hang matters of eternal weight ; 
That future Ufe, in worlds unknown. 
Must take its hue from this alone; 
"Whether as heavenly glory bright, 
Or dark as misery's woeful night. 

Since, then, my honor'd first^f friends. 
On this poor being all depends ; 
Let us the important now employ. 
And live as those that never die. 

Tho' yon, with days and honors orown'd, 
"Witness that filial circle round, 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sight pale envy to convulse,) 
Others now claim your chief regard ; 
Yourself, you wait your bright reward. 
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TO THE SAME, 



Sen'sibility, how oliarimng, 
Thou, my friend, canst truly tell ; 

But distress with horrors armiug, 
Thou hast also known too weU; 

Fairest flower, behold the Uly, 

Blooming in the sunny ray : 
Let the blast sweep o'er the Tslley ; 

See it prostrate on the clay. 
Hear the wood-lark charm the forest, 

Telling o'er hia little joys : 
Hapless bird I a prey the surest, 

To each pirate of the sties. 

Dearly bought the hidden treasure 
riner feelings can bestow ; 

Chords that vibrate sweetest pleasure, 
Thrill the deepest notes of woe ! 



TO A TOUKG FEIEND.i 

I LANG hae thought, my youthfti' friend, 

A something to have sent you, 
Tho' it should serve nae other end 

Than just a feind memento. 
But Low the suhject-theme may gang, 

Let time and chance determine ; 
Perhaps it may turn ont a sang, 

Perhaps turn out a sermon. 

Ye '11 try the worldwion, my lad, 
And, Andrew dear, believe me, 

Te '11 find mankind an unco' sqnad, 
And muokle they may grieve ye; 

_ A. Altin, now of Liverpool, tha boh of Robert Alklo, Es 
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For care and trouble set your thought, 

E'en when your end 's attain'd ; 
And a' your views may coiue to nanght, 

When every nerve is Btrain'd. 
I'll no say, men are villains a'; 

The real, harden'd winked, 
Wlia hae nae check but human law. 

Are to a few restricked :' 
But, oahl mankind are unco' weak, 

An' little to be trusted ; 
If self the wavering balance shake, 

It's rarely right adjusted! 

Tet they wha fa' in Fortune's strife, 

Their fate we should na censure. 
For still the important end of life, 

They e([uaU.y may answer ; 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho' poortith' hourly stare him ; 
A mau may tak a neebor'a part, 

Tet Lae nae cash to spare him. 
Ay free aff han' your story tell. 

When wi' a bosom cronie : 
But still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely tell to onie. 
Conceal yonrsel as wee! 's ye cau, 

Frae critical dissection; 
But keek* thro' every other man, 

Wi' sharpen'd sly inspection. 

The sacred lowe' o' weel-placed love, 

Xnsnriantly indulge it: 
But never tempt the illicit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it; 
I wave the quantum o' the sin, 

The hazard of concealing ; 
Bat, ochi it hardens a' within, 

Ajid petrifies the feeling ! 

Uah worda. Bnnis haa perbapa takEc mors tban a pact's liberty wit 
> Twr.~< Povcrly.— « Peep into, or s cniUnize.— » Flumo. 
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To catoh dame Fortnne's golden smile, 

Assiduous wait upon her ; 
And gather gear by every wile 

Tliat 's justified by honor : 
Not for to hide it jn a, hedge, 

Nor for a train-attendant ; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of beiog independent. 
The fear o' hoU 's a hangman'a wliip 

To hand the ■wretch in order ; 
But where je feel your honor grip,' 

Let ay tliat be your border : 
Its slightest touches, instant pause — 

Debar a' aide pretences ; 
And resolately keep its laws. 

Uncaring consequences. 
The great Creator tcvrevei-e, 

Must sure become the creature; 
But still the preaching cant forbear. 

And even the rigid feature ; 
Yet ne'er with wits profene to range, 

Be complaisance extended ; 
An atheist's laugh 's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended I 
"When ranting round in pleasure's ring, 

Eeligion may be blinded ; 
Or if she gie a random sting, 
, It may be little minded ; 
But when on life we 're tempest driven, 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence flx'd wi' Heaven, 

Is sure a noble anchor. 
Adieu, dear, amiable youth I 

Tour heart can ne'er be wauling; 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth 

Erect your brow undaunlJng ! 
In ploughman phrase, " God send you speed. 

Still dwly to grow wiser 1 
And laay you better reck the rede,' 

Than ever did the adviser 1 

' PIncb. — ' Tike beed, or ps; due ftttentlau Co good sdTliw. 
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8 BURNS S POEMS, 

(The second sight, ye ken, is giTen 

To ilka poot,) 
On thee a tack o' seven times seven 

WiU yet bestow it. 

If envious buckies view wi' sorrow, 

Thy lengthon'd days on this hiest morrow, 

May desolation's lang-teeth'd harrow, 

Nine miles an hour. 
Rake them like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In bmnstane stonre.' 



May couthie* fortune, kind and cannie, 

In social glee, 
Wi' mornings blythe and e'enings ftinny, 

Bless them and then I 

Fareweel, anld hirkie!' Lord be near ye. 
And then the Deil he daur na steer* ye ; 
Tour Mends ay love, yonr faes ay fear ye ; 

For me, shame fa me. 
If neist^ ray heart I dinna wear ye, 

"While BiTESs they ca' me. 



TO CAPTAIN BIDDEL, GLENRIDDEL. 



YoTTE news and review. Sir, I've read through and 
througii, Sir, 

With little admiring or blaming; 
The papers are barren of home news or foreign. 

No mmTdera or rapes wortli the naming. 

Our friends the reviewers, those chippers and hewers, 

Are judges of mortar and stone. Sir; 
Bnt of meet, or unmeet, in a febric complete, 

I '11 boldly pronounce they are none. Sir. 

' Brimslono dnst— " Loying.— ' Clever fellow.—' Daranot molest.— ' Neat 
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